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Heres m4 
a nourishing food 


any finicky child 
will eat- -- - - 
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Because children love it 


FINICKY appetite in any child is a 

cA danger signal. If your child isa poor 

eater—if he doesn’t like plain, nourish- 

ing food and won't drink milk—if he picks 
indifferently at his meals— 

Don’t wait and think he’ll outgrow these 
bad habits later on. Now is the time he must 
have plenty of the proper kind of food in order 
to avoid the menace of malnutrition. 

With Eagle Brand you can be sure your 
child gets the food elements he needs. Be- 
gin with this one corrective food which he 
won't be finicky about. For children love 
Eagle Brand. 


What Eagle Brand does—and why 


Eagle Brand is now used in thousands of 
homes for building up underweight children 
of all ages. 


Eagle Brand is effective in combating mal- 
nutrition for two reasons— 


(1) Children like it. It is just sweet enough 
to appeal to childish appetites. 


$$ $ $ ______________ 
Consider these alarming facts 


6,000,000 children in our country 
—one out of every three—are 
suffering from undernourishment. 
Hardly a family —well-to-do and 
poor alike—escapes the menace of 
malnutrition. 

Your own child may fall victim 
to this insidious evil—his whole 
mental and physical development 
handicapped—unless you, his 
mother, learn to protect him against 
malnutrition now. For it is during 
childhood that malnutrition ac- 
complishes its most deadly work. 


What every mother can do 


(1) Learn all you can about mal- 
nutrition and how to treat it. You 
can get all this information ina set 
of 3 Little Books, published by the 
Borden Company 


If your child eats his Eagle Brand 
ration (2 sdhbepenntdet on bread 


or crackers, make 
a full glass of wa 


“We 


They will tell you how to recog 
nize malnutrition and how to over- 
come or prevent it by proper diet 
and health habits. They give you 
menus and recipes, calory and vi- 
tamin tables, and valuable health 
rules for girls and boys of all ages. 


Send for the 3 Little Books today. 
Use the coupon below 


(2) Check up on your child's 
daily health habits. 


(3) Let your doctor examine him 
thoroughly for any organic defects. 


(4) Order Eagle Brand from your 
grocer and start feedings at once. 


Do these four things and you will 
protect your child against his worst 
enemy-— malnutrition 


sure he drinks 
ter afterwards 





(2) Children get from Eagle Brand exactly 
what they need. Milk—pure,safe, with its body 
and bone building properties, its vitamins. 
And sugar—the quickest source of energy. 


Try it today 
Order a supply of Eagle Brand from your grocer 
today. Serve two cups a day regularly between 
meals so as not to interfere with his regular food 
which he must have too. Mix two tablespoons of 
Eagle Brand in 24 cup of cold water. Pour the 
milk from the can to the spoon. 


In very difficult cases 


If your child has such an ingrained dislike of drink- 
ing milk that he even objects to drinking Eagle 
Brand, try giving it to him at first in other forms. 


When everything else fails, children will eat it 
spread undiluted on bread or poured over cereal. 
Often they'll take it, too, mixed with prunes, dates 
or figs. Or as drink mixed with egg and various 
flavors, such as chocolate, vanilla or fruit juices. 
Certain valuable recipes for health foods, like custards 
made with Eagle Brand, are also given in Menus for 
Little People, one of the 3 Little Books mentioned 
elsewhere on this page. 


The food value is the same in whatever 
form you give it. 























The important thing is to see that your 
child gets his daily ration of Eagle Brand 
regularly. 
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Everybodys Movie 


i 


THE mother who understands, who 
looks right into the heart of her boy, 
there are no words as deep with feeling as— 
“boy of mine.”” Now at last the movies: 
have told the story of a real American boy, 
with his dog and his “‘gang,”” his school and 
his play. The movies have laid bare his 
heart and shown you the things that really 
matter when a fellow’s ten years old. 


And as Booth Tarkington wrote it, and 
J. K. McDonald produced it, there’s many 
a laugh and not a few tears in the story. 
Of course Ben Alexander—remember him 
from ‘‘Penrod and Sam” ?—plays the lead- 
ing role. 


“Boy of Mine” is an everyday story for 
everyday folk, delightfully and humanly 
told. Ask your nearest theatre when it 


will be shown. 
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Mr. Gorham Bunny says: “Good Morning” 


Is your Silver 
a real 
Animal Set? 


a 


JG 
ND the cases are 
pink or blue which- 
ever you'd rather have. 
And the little running 
bunnies are in silver. 
So’s my picture. 


i 
To Father 


ao ceca” 

signed stubby shap 

in sterling silver are 
produced after years of 
experience in silver- 
smithing. Theyarestrong 
in the fight places. They 
are round where they 
need to be for tiny hands 


and mo OZ. 


<< 


See ees 


And is it in one 
of my own 
Real Bunny Cases? 


picture is on the 

flapgon the other 

side. Yoo can’t see it just 

now. There’s a-button, 

too. It’s very nice when 

you want to put it away 
Or go travelling. / 


/ 


a 
‘To Mother 
Cc ‘HILDREN love to 
have their own silver. 
My silver often means 
“My good manners’— 
and helps forward the 
progress of many an 
otherwise patience- 
trying meal. And the 
pretty little animal deco- 
rations are adorable. 
Silver in a Bunny Case 
makes an oo gift. 


MR. GORHAM BUNNY CASE 


THINK you’d 

better go down 
toMr.JewelerMan’s 
Store and see them. 
He’d like to show 
them to you. 


Made for the children by 


GORHAM 


ono 





OW welcome all to History Hall! 
4 N Another pilgrimage we Il make. 
Our ardor feeds on worthy deeds 
Of bravery for honor’s sake. 


Great volumes show how much we 
owe 

Our noble forebears staunch and 
true; 

And help us see how we should be 

Alert to serve, and glad to do 

The humblest thing that tends to 
bring 

The world a higher sense of good; 

Or give our all at honor’s call 

For universal brotherhood. 
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KITTY PARSONS 


(i is a lovely month, 

So cool and fresh and nice, 
I wish ‘twas longer and ‘twould come, 
Not once a year, but twice. 


The leaves on all the trees begin 
To turn bright gold and reds, 
And all the flowers go to sleep, 
Inside their winter beds. 
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DR. FRANKLIN’S PARTY 





By EMILIE BENSON KNIPE and ALDEN ARTHUR KNIPE 





ENNIFER CLARKE was hard at work 
J in her garden patch one fine May morn- 
ing in the year 1776. From her mother 

she inherited her love for flowers, and from 
her she had learned skill in their planting and 


care. 


On the other side of the fence Sally Ann 


Sutton watched 
her admiringly, 
yet the square of 
trampled earth at 
her feet showed 
no success in fol- 
lowing her 
friend’s example. 

“Look at thy 
garden and then 
at mine!’’ she 
cried compla- 
cently, as Jenni- 
fer went on with 
her weeding. “I 
told thee how it 
would be. I have 


no magic to make flowers grow, as thou hast.” 
“I have no magic save hard work and my 
mother’s sure knowledge of when to plant, 


PART I 


there. 


Authors of A a Maid, Diantha’s Quest, The Luck of Denewood, 
Girls of ‘64, The Lucky Sixpence, etc. 






to look through the fence at her friend’s plot, 
being well assured of what she would find 
“TI warned thee thou wert courting 
failure to put in thy white poppies and 
marigolds on a waning moon.” 


“T could not wait,” laughed Sally Ann 


Ss. ees Lage 


which I am ever ready to share with thee,” 


Jennifer replied, not troubling to lift her head 





her. 
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“That was the time gilly-flower, blessed- 


thistle, mugret 
and flower-gentle 
should have been 
planted. Mari- 
golds, violets and 


’ gsuch-like, crave 


a new moon, and 
so I told thee 
plainly.” 

“It would have 
been all the same 
in my garden,” 
Sally Ann de- 
clared with con- 
viction. ““Naught 
grows for me save 
weeds.”’ 


“Yet I have seen thee plucking out green 
sprouts like a meddlesome crow,” Jennifer 
spoke accusingly. 

“Those were weeds,” Sally Ann assured 
“I said naught grows for me save weeds.”’ 
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Long before Jennifer 
had proved to herself 
that it was useless to 
argue with Sally Ann, 
so now she did not at- 
tempt it. 

“*T fear I’ll never make 
a gardener of you,” she 





sighed, her use of the formal “you” marking 


her disappointment in her friend. 

“Never,” Sally Ann agreed. “I’ll use my 
garden plot for mud-pies. So, an you’ve 
finished your work, let’s seek the other maids. 
Where’s the use 
of a half-holiday 
without any 
play? I’m for 
“Honey-pots.’”’ 

Jennifer 
jumped up at 
once. She was a 
merry child and 
fond as any other 
of amusing her- 
self. 

“You spoke 
first,’ she said. 
“But after ‘Hon- 
ey-pots,’ we’ll 
have singing games. ‘I’ve Come to See Miss 
’Ginia Jones,’ or ‘Here Come Three Lords 
Out of Spain—’”’ 

“T love ‘Here I brew, Here I bake, Here 
I make my Wedding-cake,’”’ cried Sally Ann. 
“Let’s play that instead of ‘Honey-pots!’” 
And the two ran off together without a back- 
ward glance at their forsaken gardens. 

They found their little playmates at ‘Pris- 
oner’s Base.’ Thus they were forced to give 
up the idea of games of their own choosing 
and join in the one that was toward; each 
being assigned to a different captain to keep 
the sides even. 

It soon became plain, however, that the 
minds of most of the children were not on their 
They craned their necks to stare 


game. 
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toward the College Lane 
and seemed to forget 
their play in eager talk. 

At last Myra Olden 
broke out, in evident dis- 
appointment: 

“°*Tis plain to me that 
Sabbath Stockton’s ear 
was too far from the key-hole for her to hear 
a-right.”’ 

“T told you all from the first,’ Sabbath 
cried with honest indignation, “that my 
grand-dam sent me in with cakes and a cool 
drink. ’Twas 
then I heard 
those words, but 
I dared not linger 
to make sure. 
Think shame of 
thyself to-.say I 
listened at a key- 
hole.”’ 

“Pay no heed 
to Myra Olden, 
Sabbath,’’ Joy 
Crosset coaxed. 
“Tell us again 
what it was you 
heard.” 

“Aye, pray tell us, Sabbath,” Jennifer 
urged; “for Sally Ann and I know naught 
about it.” 

“Where have you been,” Sabbath inquired 
importantly, “‘to have missed such news?”’ 

“We were gardening,” Sally Ann spoke up 
impatiently. “At least Jennifer was. My 
patch is as smooth as old Friend Trumbell’s 
bald head. ’Tis plain we have missed some- 
thing, so make haste and cry us your tale.” 

“Last night there was a meeting at our 
house—”’ Sabbath sunk her voice to a por- 
tentous whisper. “Dr. Witherspoon was 
there—and Mr. Fitz-Randolph, my uncle 
Richard Stockton and other solid gentlemen. 
I was sent in to wait on them with a pitcher 
of sangaree. ’Twas thus I heard what I heard, 
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and not, as Myra Olden 
says, with my ear to the 
key-hole.” She shot a 
resentful glance at Myra. 

“Give never a thought 
to Myra, but tell us what 
you heard,” Sally Ann 
suggested, she being ever 
eager to reach the kernel in the nut. 

“Dr. Witherspoon said: ‘Then ’tis agreed 
the whole town shall give the party as the 
sure earnest of our people’s good will—’”’ 

“‘Who ever 
heard of a 
town giving a 
party?” Myra 
sniffed; while 
Sabbath went on, 
ignoring the in- 
terruption: 

“And Uncle 
Richard shrugged 
his shoulders and 
answered: ‘It is 
agreed—but I 
foretell that there 
is a spirit abroad 
which will render 
it useless—’”’ 

“The council 
are coming from the College. Let’s go and 
meet them. No doubt we’ll learn the rights 
of it now!” Elly Roberts screamed excitedly, 
she having heard Sabbath’s story twice before 
and caring not to hear it a third time. 

At her words, the whole pack of children, 
Sabbath included, began to run toward the 
College Lane, and Sally Ann and Jennifer | 
caught up in their rush, never learned all that 
Sabbath’s Uncle Richard had said. 

Some hours later the quiet of Mistress 
Clarke’s kitchen was disturbed by the entrance 
of her two sons, who came in, both talking 
at once. 

““She’s to be the Queen, mother—”’ 

“Just like the real Queen in London, 
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mother—with a gold 
crown on her head,’’ 
Enoch hastened to tell 
some of the news before 
his elder brother, Nich- 
olas, could forestall him. 
“Because she’s the 
prettiest little maid in 





Kingston, Queenston, or Princessville—”’ 


“Let alone Princeton.” Nick spoke proudly. 

“Or Maidenhead, or Trenton itself!’’ Noch 
was shouting, for he felt that Nick meant 
to skim thecream 
of the story. 

“Or in all the 
Jerseys,’’ cried 
Nick, not to be 
outdone. 

“In sooth she 
is the prettiest 
little maid in any 
of King George’s 
Provinces,” Noch 
went on triumph- 
antly, sure that 
at last he had 
reached a height 
of praise his 
brother could not 
surpass. 

Mrs. Clarke put her hands to her ears. 

“The two of you will deafen me,” she said 
in plaintive tones. ‘‘Nicholas, thou art the 
elder, do thou tell me what hath raised all 
this pother.”’ 

“Oh, well then!’ Enoch exclaimed indig- 
nantly, “I am right sorry ever I came into 
this world, an I am to spend all my days 
listening to him talk, when all his merit lieth 
in his years.” 

His mother smothered a smile behind her 
hand. 

“Nicholas is like to make a shorter tale 
of it than would trip from thy tongue. Thou 
art not forced to stay to hear it, an thou art 
other-minded. So, Nicholas,’’ she continued , 
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“on with thy story.” 
Fond of his younger 
brother, and wont to 
humor him, the boy de- 
murred: 
“Noch will tell you 
better than I can, mother. 
There is to be a grand 
party on the King’s Birthday next month, 
and we children are to be nobles of a mock 
court—”’ 

“Who hath made such a plan?” Mrs. 
Clarke asked. 

“>? My SP Ex 
Witherspoon and 
all the great 

en,” Nick an- 
swered vaguely. 

“Noch, tell you 
the rest.” 

“And to be the 
Queen, they have 
chosen our Jen- 
nifer, because 
they say she is 
so surpassing 
lovely—”’ 

The two boys 
had expected 
their mother to 
be overjoyed at this news; instead her face 
was stern, an angry red mantling her cheek: 

“And pray,” she interrupted, “could they 
find no other maid than my only daughter 
to fit their mummeries? Do they suppose 
I’ll have the child set up to be stared at and 
to have her head turned by foolish flatteries? 
‘Tis far from my idea of what is fitting for a 
modest maid.” 

Nick and Noch were aghast. 

““You—you mean you won’t let her be 
Queen?” they faltered. 

“I mean ’tis a sort of nonsense I’ve small 
patience with. Here cometh your father, 
we'll hear what he hath to say.” 

Mr. Clarke entered and sat down heavily, 
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passing a checkered hand- 
kerchief across his moist 
forehead. 

“°Tis a warm day for 
the time o’ year,” he 
remarked, thinking of the ~ 
garden. “Fine growing 
weather, I call it. Your 


posies will be blowing early, Hannah.” 
The little lads exchanged glances at this. 
A raid on their mother’s flower-garden, 

which was celebrated far and wide, was a 


Ee 
Vi 


needful part of 
the King’s Birth- 
day celebration. 

Mrs. Clarke, 
however, passed 
this by and came 
at once to the 
subject that was 
troubling her. 

“Hast heard 
aught of this dis- 
play the Tories 
are bent on for the 
Birthday holi- 
day?”’ She asked 
her husband, 
who plainly 
showed his sur- 
prise that she should take any interest in such 
a matter. 

“* Aye, I’ve heard,” he told her. “I thought 
not to mention it to you, for you were little 
like to look on it with favour.” 

“‘Not mention it to me?” Her tone was 
full of surprise. ‘“‘When our Jennifer is to be 
in the very fore-front of their mockeries?” 

“Jennifer? What mean you, Hannah? 
The child hath naught to do with the request 
from Governor William Franklin that we put 
on our best in honour of our king on his birth- 
day, on the Fourth of June.” 

It was evident that Mr. Clarke had not 
heard of the plans, and the boys broke out 
together with a repetition of their tale. 

(Continued on page 616) 
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LITTLE JACKO’S 
HALLOWEEN 


By ANNE GAGE 


=. AHE Little Orange 

pumpkin in the corner 

of Farmer Brown’s 

corn-field was very unhappy. 

Bob and Billy had come to get 

the pumpkins they wanted for jack-o’- 

lanterns, and now they had gone and this 

little orange one was left on the vine. Poor little 

pumpkin! He had heard every word the boys had 

said, and had even watched them make a jack-o’- 

lantern right there; and how he had wished they 
would turn him into one, too. 

Once he thought they were going to take him, for 
Bob had said, “‘There’s a nice little pumpkin about 
big enough for Betty. Let’s take him, Billy.” 

‘“No, we can’t,” Billy had answered. ‘‘ You know 
Mother said it wouldn’t be safe for Betty to have a 
real jack-o’-lantern, for she might tip it over and 
set the house a-fire. What’s the use of making one 
if you can’t have a real candle burning inside?”’ 

“That’s so,” replied Bob. “Well, here’s mine, 
all done. Now wait till I light this candle, and see 
him laugh! Oh, isn’t he funny!” 

And how the boys laughed! Little Orange Pump- 
kin laughed too, and wished, oh, so hard, that he 
might have such funny eyes and nose and mouth, 
and a burning candle inside, and make people 
laugh like that. He even 
rolled himself right up 
to Bob’s foot, but 
both Bob and Billy 
were too busy 


to even see him. 

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” 
said the Little Orange Pump- 
kin, as he saw the boys leaving 
the field. 

“Why, what’s wrong?” asked a big 
pumpkin near-by. 

“Oh, I do so want to be a jack-o’-lantern,” said 
the Little Orange Pumpkin. 

“‘But we can’t all be jack-o’-lanterns, little pump- 
kin. Wouldn’t you rather be made into a good pie 
for Thanksgiving dinner?”’ 

“No, I’d rather be made into a laughing jack-o’- 
lantern, and have a real candle lighted, and make 
children happy.” 

“But you might be made into a little saucer pie 
for Betty, who knows?”’ 

““Wouldn’t you like to be a jack-o’-lantern?’’ 
asked the little pumpkin. 

“Well, I suppose it is lots of fun,’’ admitted the 
other, “‘but I’m really too big for that. I shall be 
glad to be used for feed for the cow that gives milk 
to Betty and Bob and Billy.” 

Of course, the big pumpkin was trying hard to 
comfort the little one, but after all was said and done, 
Little Orange Pumpkin didn’t feel a bit better. In 

fact, the more he thought about it the more 
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unhappy he was; and he 
wriggled and twisted around 
until snap! he broke from 
the vine, rolled along on 
the ground a little way and 
then stopped. 

“Well, well!” exclaimed 
the pumpkin, quite sur- 
prised to find himself loose 
from the vine. Then an 
idea came to him. ‘“‘Why 

can’t I just roll along until I 
find some one who does want me for 
a jack-o’-lantern?”’ 
And he started, rolling along through the 
cornfield till he came to the edge of a wood. 

He rolled quite a way and didn’t find any one, so 
he called out, 

“Who will come and take me, 
And a jack-o’-lantern make me, 
And I will give you light 
For Halloween, tonight.” 

Nobody answered; all was quiet. But Little 
Orange Pumpkin was not to be discouraged so soon. 
On and on he rolled through the woods. After 
going a long way he saw a woodchuck eating his 
supper. So the little pumpkin called again: 

‘“Who will come and take me, 

And a jack-o’-lantern make me, 
And I will give you light 
For Halloween tonight.” 

But the woodchuck answered: 

‘“*T don’t need a lantern for light, 

I’m going to bed very early tonight.” 

So the Little Orange Pumpkin rolled on. 
while he saw a red squirrel 
running up the trunk of a - 
tree, and the pumpkin said, 
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‘““Who will come and take 
me, 

And a jack-o’-lantern make 
me, 

And I will give you light 

For Halloween tonight.’ 

Red Squirrel answered, 
“I’ve been gathering nuts 

all day 
And so I’m much too tired 

to play.” 

And the Little Orange Pump- 
kin rolled on. Soon he saw a field 
mouse with her seven baby mice. Surely SY 
Mother Mouse would like to make a jack-o’- 
lantern for her seven children; so Orange Pumpkin 
called out: 

“Who will come and take me, 
And a jack-o’-lantern make me, 
And I will give you light 
For Halloween tonight.” 

But dear, oh, dear! The little mice had never 
seen a pumpkin rolling along like that, and they were 
so frightened that they ran away as fast as they 
could go. And Mrs. Mouse said, 

“We'd like to but we cannot play, 
You frightened all my mice away.” 

So the Orange Pumpkin rolled on. 

He was tired now. It was beginning to get dark, 
so he stopped and rested against a log. After a 
while he said to himself, ‘‘This will never do! It 
is Halloween now, and if I am to find some one to 
make me into a jack-o’-lantern, I’ll have to hurry 
along.” 

So the Little Orange Pumpkin rolled on. 


(Continued on page 620) 
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een,”’ said Mother. 
“Oh, goody! 
“Oh, goody! 


nose. 
they burn up.” 

*“*So do I,”’ agreed Mother, 
“but it’s a shame to burn 
many of those brown leaves. 
They’re so good for banking 
the house, and covering the 
garden for winter, and 
ploughing into the garden 
soil to lighten it. I don’t like 
to see the big leaf fires that 
folks make, when the leaves 
are so useful. What I was 
thinking we’d burn is our 
trash.” 

“*Cept tin cans,”” amended 
Dick. 

Mother nodded. 
“Father’ll have to bury 
those for us. But there’s a 
big pile of brush and weeds 
and pasteboard cartons and 
paper scraps in the wood- 
shed that I want to get 
rid of. And I’m sure the 
other mothers feel 
the same. So if you 
wanted to, and the 
other children did 
too, I thought we 
might all have clean- 
up fires on Hallow- 
een. We could stick 
our jack-o’-lanterns 


in the windows as usual, and then just at dusk—all 
at the same minute, say at half-past five—we could 
light our fires. All the hill people can see each 
other’s blazes, and the people down at the Corners 
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ET’S do something new this year for Hallow- 


What?” asked Dolly. 
Can we?” asked Dick. 
Mother smiled at Dolly and nodded at Dick. 
“Who likes bonfires?’’ she asked. 
“Oh, I do!” squealed Dolly. 
‘Everybody does,”’ declared Dick. 
“Then that’s all right,”” laughed Mother. 
fall’s the best time to have them, isn’t it?”’ 
“Oh, yes!” cried Dolly, wrinkling up her little 
“TI do love to smell the brown leaves when 
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BUTTERNUTS 
AND 
BONFIRES 


By MARGARET WARDE 


can certainly see some of them. And everybody’s 
trash pile will be disposed of.’’ 

““They’ll be like the beacon fires in the history 
books,” said Dick. ‘Only the beacon fires told bad 
news generally—that your enemy was coming. 
But our fires will tell good news—that we’ve burned 
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up our trash and are ready for a new start.” 


“And over. 
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““A new start!” repeated Mother, thinking it 
“That’s a fine way to put it, Dickie. Let’s 
all throw the trash in our minds and hearts on the 
fire, as well as the trash in our woodsheds, and start 
all over, fresh and new, the morning after Halloween.” 


“Oh, like New Year’s!” 
said Dolly. 

“I’m going to telephone 
the fellows,’’ announced 
Dick. “I guess George Jones 
will be glad mow that he’s a 
country boy. You couldn’t 
make a lot of bonfires in his 
old city. Those policemen 
wouldn’t let you.” 

Friday afternoon Dick and 
Dolly chose their pumpkins. 
and a cucumber for Dolly 
and a crookneck squash for 
Dick, and cut off the tops of 
their heads, and took the 
soft insides out, and scraped 
the skin nice and clean. 
And that night and Saturday 
night Father cut slit-eyes 
and round noses on all of 
them, and jolly turned-up 
mouths or solemn turned- 
down ones; and he made a 
row of scallopy white teeth 
for Dolly’s pumpkin. 

Saturday afternoon Dick 
and Dolly and Mother, car- 
rying baskets and burlap 
bags on their arms, climbed 
the hill after fire things to 
start the trash burning. Of 
course there was plenty of 


regular wood, split and dry and crackly, in the shed. 
But the Halloween fire wasn’t to be a regular fire. 
It must have a strip or two of birch bark to touch 
the match to, instead of paper. 


Next there must 
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be a bunch of tiny, dry spruce twigs, that catch 
easily, and gummy pine cones, that flame up like 
lovely little torches. The smaller sticks must be of 
spruce and pine, because soft wood makes a quick, 
hot blaze; but the larger ones must be hard wood 
that burns slowly and long. And above all there 
must be a splendid big back-log to hold the fire 
together and keep off the wind. 

“T’ll take the horses up Monday to drag down 
your back-log,” Father had promised. “I'll bring 
down the bigger 
sticks too, if you'll 
pile them up near coe A 
the log.” ta A 

So the bags and [Agux~ Ls 
baskets were just A (fe 
for the smaller fire 
things. 

“You know,’’ 

Dick told Father, 
“‘we’re going to use 
dead wood that’s 
lying around 
spoiling. Because 
we want to make 
our new start a start 
for saving.” 

“And of course 

we'll get the birch 
bark off a dead 
tree,”’ added Dolly. 
“It’s almost cruel, 
we think, to spoil 
a pretty, growing 
birch tree’s white 
dress, even when it 
doesn’t kill the 
tree.” 

By half past 
three the fire things 
were gathered— 
enough to last all 
the evening and 
burn up all the 
trash that ever was, 
and everybody was rh ~ 
hot and tired and a a 
ready to sit down Bo 
and eat the cookies . 
that mother had stuffed into her sweater pocket. 

““Now what’ll we do?” Dolly asked Mother. 

“It’s much too early to start home,” put in 
Dick. 

“Of course it is,” agreed Mother. (She was the 
lovely kind of grown-up who always agrees with 
children when she can.) ‘‘Let me see—oh, I know! 
We'll walk up to the nut trees and get some butter- 
nuts in our two empty sacks.” 

As they went, they talked—of course—about the 
Halloween fire. 

“Who's going to light it?”” asked Dick. “May I?” 

“Oh, may I?” begged Dolly. 
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“Dear me!”’ Mother had to think hard how to 
decide. ‘The one who doesn’t light it may have the 
first turn at putting on more wood.” 

“That’s not so important,” said Dick. “ I think 
I’m more experienced about lighting fires with one 
match.” 

““So am I ’sperienced,” wailed Dolly. 

“Let’s settle it this way,” said Mother. “We 
need butternuts for our winter store. The one who 
gets the most nuts today before half past four 

o’clock, when we'll 
start home—that 
one lights the fire!”’ 

All right! Dick 
and Dolly set to 
work, each with a 
little basket toemp- 
ty into a big bag. 
There were a lot of 
nut trees on this 
one part of the hill. 
Some had _ borne 
lots of nuts, and 
some hadn’t had 
any—you couldn’t 
tell. You just had 
to look under them 
all and pick wher- 
ever the sticky 
green nuts were 
thickest. 

Dolly was wor- 
ried because Dick 
emptied his basket 
so often. 

““My, the ground 
here is covered!’’ he 
shouted. 

Dolly was tired 
and discouraged. 
Her hands were 
sticky from hand- 
ling the sticky green 
nuts. Even her face 
was sticky where 
she touched it. 
She disliked pick- 
ing up butternuts, 
but she did want 

to light the fire! Dick was ahead, of course. She 
winked back two tears, turning her back so Dick 
and Mother wouldn’t see. Just ahead of her was a 
big rock with a little flat rock in front of it. On the 
little rock were some nut shells. Dolly went closer. 
Somebody had been cracking nuts on that rock! 
She was just going to call out, “Somebody’s been 
here getting our nuts!’’ when she happened to notice 
a little cave-like opening under a shelf of the big 
rock. There was a great pile of butternuts. 

““Oh—Oh—Oh!”’ breathed Dolly, and dropped 
down beside it and filled her basket by handfuls. 

She didn’t shout, ‘“‘’Nother basketful!”” when she 
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emptied it, as Dick had. She just emptied it and 
skurried back for more. 

Back and forth, back and forth, between rock and 
bag ran Dolly. Dick, working on the other side of 
the big rock, never noticed her at all. Neither did 
Mother. ‘‘Time!”’’ called Mother suddenly. ‘“‘Work- 
ers stop, empty baskets, and bring your bags to 
me.” 

““Mine—is—awf ly—heavy,”’ panted Dolly. 

Dick pricked up his ears at that. “‘Why—why, 
how’d you get all 
those?” he asked. 

Mother patted r 
his shoulder and | 
smiled at Dolly. 
‘““You’ve both done 
well,’’ she said. | 
““Dolly’s won, so | 
she lights the fire. 
Dick puts on the 
first new wood. And 
we all, you two and 
Father and I throw 
on all the mean 
things and hateful 
things and lazy 
things we want to 
get rid of. And then 
we'll have supper 
by our fire and tell 
stories. How’s 
that?” 

“Fine!” said 
Dolly. 

‘‘Fine!’’ said 
Dick, trying not to 
be one bit disap- 
pointed. 

The nuts were so 
heavy that they 
hid the bag near 
the back-log and 
the fire wood, for 
Father to bring 
down on Monday, 
and then they hur- 
ried home with the 
cones and the twigs 
and the birchbark 
and the kindling, thinking of the Halloween fire. 

Dick and Mother were very gay and lively, but 
Dolly was quiet and lagged behind. 

““Dolly’s worked too hard,’’ Mother whispered to 
Dick. “‘She’s so little. We'd better go slower.” 

But it wasn’t that. Dolly was wondering who 
put those nuts under the rock, and whether it was 
quite fair to win the chance to light the fire by 
taking them. Once she started to tell. But she did 
want most awfully to light the fire, so she didn’t 
tell. 

All next day she didn’t tell. 

“A fine lot of butternuts we’ve got here,” said 
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Father, on Monday, bringing the bags into the 
kitchen. And still Dolly didn’t tell. 

She was very sober at school—so sober that 
Teacher asked what was the matter. She cheered up 
a little when Mother helped her to put the candles 
in her two jack-o’-lanterns and stand them in the 
windows ready to light. 

Then they all went out to lay the fire, and exactly 
at half-past five, just when Harriet and Andy and 
George and Marie and all the rest were lighting 
fires, Dolly lit theirs. 
She touched her 
match to the bark, 
and the bark caught 
and blazed, and the 
twigs caught, and 
the cones. blazed 
and lit the kind- 
lings. Then the 
smaller sticks 
caught, and pretty 
soon a big stick. 
Then all the wood- 
shed trash blazed 
up at once; no more 
trouble about that! 

‘“‘Now,’’ said 
Mother, ‘‘we can 
all throw the inside 
things we don’t 
want into the fire.”’ 

First Mother 
reached out her 
arms and threw. 
‘*Halloween fire, 
take all the mean, 
hateful, deceitful 
parts of me,’’ she 
said. 

Then Dick threw. 
“‘Take all the mean, 
hateful things I do,” 
he said. 

} Father was next. 
“Burn up the bad, 
and give me a new 
start, oh, Fire,’’ he 
said. 

Then it was 
Dolly’s turn. She put out her arms and began, 
““Mister Fire, burn up—’”’ Then she turned right 
around to Mother and buried her face in Mother’s 
skirts. 

“TI didn’t—ought—to—light the fire,’’ she sobbed. 
‘‘I—cheated. The.nuts were all piled up. Oh— 
de-ar!”’ 

Mother sat down on the logs Father had brought 
for seats, and took Dolly in her arms and helped her 
to stop crying and tell all about the nuts under 
the big rock and the cracked shells on the flat stone. 

““T don’t know, dear, whether you exactly cheated,”’ 
said Mother. ‘‘ You did get the most nuts. The rules 


(Continued on page 631) 








ab = 
Ae \ 
« 





THE SEA VICTORS 


By MARY GRAHAM BONNER 


Author of 365 Bedtime Stories, Daddy's Bedtime Animal Stories, etc., etc 


PART IV 





WHAT HAPPENED IN PARTS I, II AND III 


Bobby and Hal were 
great friends. Bobby’s 
ambition had always been 
to be the Funny Man in 
the movies—some day. 
Hal wanted to be known 
as a Strong Man. One 
afternoon they went 
sailing together and 
were caught out in a ter- 
rific storm. As the roar- 
ing, seething waves 
boomed over the boat the 
boys made for Old Pete’s 
Island. With great diffi- 
culty they landed, and 
made their way through 
the storm to the fisher- 
man’s cabin. They found 
it empty, but with enough 
provisions to last for a day 
or two. Then a postcard 
showed them that Old Pete 
had just left the place for a 
month’s trip in the woods. 
The next morning they 
found that their boat had 
been wrecked, and their 
only hope of getting home 
again was that some chance 
visitor would come to the 
island. Finally in their wan- 
derings about the lonely, 
solitary island they saw the 
tracks of a pair of enormous 
bare human feet. Each of 
them trying to hide his 
fear from his companion, 
they followed the tracks to 
the very door of the cabin. 
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The newly found foot tracks led straight 
to the cabin, but the boys could 
see no one. 
for a moment or two outside 
the cabin and then they 


They stood 


heard steps inside. 

“Hello,” shouted 
Hal. ““Who’s there? 
Maybe,” he added 
sturdily, “‘it is some 
one who has come 
out to search for 
us.” 

“I’m here,”’ called 
out a deep voice 
from within the 
cabin and a moment 
later an old sailor 
came out. He 
looked at the two 
boys without speak- 
ing and then he 
waved an arm to- 
ward the sea. 

“I’ve been forty- 
two years traveling 
in all parts of the 
world and she made 
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me mad at times, she has played me many a 
trick, but you can believe an old sailor that 
there’s nothing like her. You can watch her 
every day of the year and she’s never the 
same way twice.” 

The boys looked at each other and then at 
the old sailor who talked so queerly. He was 
barefooted and his feet were huge, though they 
did not look so frightful as the tracks had 
looked. His face was very ruddy, even his 
wrinkles were ruddy and he was dressed in 
shabby though stout-looking clothes. 

“Do you mind telling us who you are?” 
Hal asked after a moment’s silence. ‘‘And 
how you got here?”’ 

“I’m Pete’s brother,” the sailor 
explained. “Do you know Pete?” | P 

“Oh, did you come for us?” 

Hal cried. “Are you going to | 
take us back to town?”’ se 

“Are they terribly frightened X 
about us? Have you seen our 
families?’”’ Bobby in f 
quired. aaa 

“IT haven’t 
come for you— 
whoever you 
are. But you’ll 
be fine com- 
panions for me. 

I’ve been wanting 

a rest this long time 

and you can get my 

meals and I can just sit 

all day and smoke my pipe and watch her.”’ 

He was pointing rather crazily at the sea, 
and while he did resemble old Pete, he looked 
as though you couldn’t make him do anything» 
he didn’t wish to do. The boys wondered 
how they were going to persuade him to take 
them back. 

“You must have come in a boat,’’ Hal said. 
“Were you wrecked last night?” 

“‘Of course I came in a boat, but I was not 
wrecked last night.’ 

“We followed your tracks down to the far 
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bank and we didn’t see any boat. We 
thought at first you must have been drowned,” 
Bobby remarked. 

“My boat is down at this side of the 
island,”’ the old sailor said, in queer husky 
tones. “You will find my tracks all over. 
I’ve done a bit of walking while you were 
eating and putting things in shipshape. You 
see old Pete wasn’t expecting me and he has 
gone away for a month’s trip, they told me, 
in the town where I was this morning. But 
I’ve brought enough provisions for all of us. 
No one spoke of you two boys, so I guess no 
one misses you. But we can spin many a yarn 


“ together and you may call me Mate.” 


He began slowly to fill his 
% pipe. Although they 


\ still questioned him 
ING P* - aie anxiously he 
{ wae i 


ped seemed not to 
ar oe a, hear them. 
meee ae Finally his 


pipe was lighted 
and, drawing 
one or two 
contented 
puffs,he spoke 
to them. 

| “Now let’s 
wii hear how you 

got here.”’ 


They told 
him the story 


of their night. 
His blue eyes twinkled almost merrily at the 


_recital. “Good lads,” he said. ‘Why, you’ll 


be sailors one of these days.”’ 

“‘Maybe,’’ Bobby said, “but it will be some 
time before I want to go off on another sea 
voyage in a sailboat!” 

At last they persuaded Mate to take them 
back to the town. But there was the delay 
of pumping out his boat which had a small 
leak and which had been slowly adding water 
all the time he had been ashore. ‘I was dry- 
ing my feet on the warm sandy island,” he 
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complained, ‘‘and now I suppose I’ve got to 
put on a pair of wet- socks and boots again, 
when we might have had a jolly old time here 
together—three hardy mariners.” 

The boys would have been more delighted 
at such a remark from a real mariner had 
they not been so anxious to get back. But at 
last they were off. 

There was only one pair of oars and Mate 
rowed slowly. They were getting along when 
the sky began to cloud over and both the boys 
felt a shivery sensation at the thought of 
what the sea might do 
again. And a second i eee es 
time they might not have ~—_ ~—>—> 
such an escape—par- 
ticularly when 
they considered 
that the boat was 
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“They must be signaling to us,” Hal said. 
‘“‘That’s the direction of the town all right.” 

Mate pulled along steadily, singing cheerily 
as though it were a clear, pleasant day. But 
that was what a true mariner should do, and 
he had called them true mariners. Hal caught 
up the old song of the sea which Mate was 
singing, and Bobby did the same. 

There were many bells ringing now. Oh 
yes, they knew where the town was. All the 
bells were ringing. But the boat was filling 
with water and the fog settled down upon 
them and seemed to fasten cold, clammy 
hands over them. 

From time to time only Mate sang 
alone. But quickly again the boys 
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“Looks like fog,” \~ 
Mate remarked 
calmly. 

“It is fog,’ the 
boys cried. 

“And a fierce one 
too,” Bobby added. 
‘“‘But she won’t 
beat us, she 
won't beat us!” 

“IT guess it 
will blow 
over,’ Hal 
said, though ae 
he thought =o. —“==_ 
nothing of the 
sort. ‘We'll be home in a few minutes.” 

Along the coast they could, every few 
moments, see the lighthouse flaring forth its 
warning to those upon the sea. 

But the fog was coming heavily down upon 
them now, enveloping them in its thick, wet, 
blanket of grey. 

The shore along the town was lost to view 
when suddenly a light seemed to pierce the 
darkness, then another and yet another. 


a leaky one at best. S : 





joined in. She would not get the 
better of them. 

ey They could see many 

id oe lights now blinking 


rr ss 


= —_ through the thick- 
age ness of the fog and 
(7) ~~ the bells sounded 
very near. 

“IT guess we’re 
here,’ Mate 
called out, and 
pulled up by old 

Hubbard’s 

wharf. 

“You are 
worthy of 
her,” Mate said. 
“She likes ’em to 
be like that.” 

‘*Oh, Bobby,’’ 
cried a voice on the wharf. “Bobby! Hal! 
Hal! Bobby!” 

The whole town, it seemed, was down by the 
wharf, and Milly was crying, sobbing as 
though her heart would break. 

“Poor little kid,’’ Bobby said, as he kissed 
her. “I’ve been feeling awful mad at myself 
about those marbles I wouldn’t let you have. 
But I’m going to teach you to ride a bicycle. 
Would you like that, Sis?”’ 
‘Continued on page 628) 
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HOW COLUMBUS LEARNED 
THE TRUTH ABOUT FAIRIES 


By THEODOSIA DARE 


Photographs by Donald Crawford 


DON’T believe in fairies,” 
I said to Isabella daringly. 


eC “Why, Columbus!” ex- 
claimed Isabella. ‘‘Then I don’t 


believe in you.” 
I looked at Isabella and Isabella looked 
at me. (Picture No. 1.) Then Isabella 


turned her eyes away and added softly, with 
her little, happy smile, “Yes, I do—I do 
So, you see, you 


believe in you, Columbus. 

must believe in fairies!”’ 
It was through Goldenheart that this talk 

of ours began. 
Goldenheart was a tiny 

creature no bigger than my 

arm. He lived in the left- 

hand upper drawer of the 

Little Girl’s dresser. And 

the Little Girl called him 

her fairy. Whenever she 

wanted anything especially 

or was especially glad be- 

cause something pretty had 

been given to her or some- 


thing pleasant had been done for 

her, she would run to the left- 

hand upper drawer, take Golden- 

heart out from his room in a box 

of ribbons and softly whisper her wish or 
her good news to him. (Picture No. 2.) 

I had never had a very good view of Golden- 
heart because the Little Girl always held him 
tight in her hand while she was talking to 
him. I only know that he wore some kind 
of a bright green coat, that he had a smooth, 
round head and that, sticking out from where 

his shoulder blades ought 
to be, he bore two tiny 
knobs that looked like the 
sprouts of wings. 

I knew that they weren’t 
wings, of course. And I 
knew that Goldenheart 
wasn’t a fairy. And. on 
two or three nights a week, 
when the Little Girl and 
Isabella were fast asleep, 

_I would steal out of my 
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little bed, climb upon the chair which stood 
in front of the dresser and try, with all my 
might, to open the left-hand upper drawer 
which was the home of Goldenheart. (Pic- 
ture No. 3.) I wanted to see him and, while 
the Little Girl was sleeping and could not 
hear me, to tell him that he was not a fairy. 
But, try hard as I would, I could never 
open the left-hand upper drawer of the 
dresser. And I was never able to say to 
Goldenheart what I wanted to say. 


II 


“I believe we need a little air, Columbus,”’ 
said Isabella. “Let’s go out into the 
pleasant greenness; shall we?”’ 

“Why, yes.” I answered 
Isabella willingly. 

And then, teasingly 

Isabella went on, laugh- 
ing over her shoulder as 
she ran before me: 
“Out into the pleasant 
greenness, Columbus, 
where the fairies dance 
and sing!” 

Nevertheless I fol- 
owed Isabella down the 
mountain stairway, 

(Picture No. 4,) and through 
the great doorway into the 


Fairy Fanetes 


wonderland of out-of-doors. 
(Picture No. 5.) 

“Oh, Isabella!” I 

shouted. “Isn’t it 
beautiful?” 

“Look, look!” | 
called again, not wait- 
ing for her to answer. 
“There’s a_ squirrel 

sitting there on that 
carpet of grass right 
under that tall waving 
tree!” 
“Hush!” murmured Isa- 
bella, with her odd little smile. 
“Hush! He’s looking and he’s listen- 
ing! I think he sees a fairy!” (Picture 
No. 6.) 

“A fairy!’’ I said scornfully—at least 
as scornfully as anybody could in that joy- 
ful place where there seemed no room for 
scorn. 

“Yes, a fairy!’’ sweetly echoed Isabella. 

She put her hand upon my shoulder and 
held me back as I started toward the squirrel. 
(Picture No. 7.) 

“Let’s sit down here, Columbus,”’ she said, 
with her happiest smile, “‘and look and listen, 
too!”’ 

So I sat down there by the side of Isabella 
and together we listened and we looked. 
(Picture No. 8.) 
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II] 

“A fairy! A fairy!” 

It was not Isabella’s 
voice that was calling. It 
was a voice unlike any 
voice I had ever heard 
before. A clover might 
have called that way in 
answer to the merry hum 
of bees. But no, it was 
not a clover’s call. Sun- 
light might have sounded 
like it, frolicking with the 
shadows of asummer’sday. 
But no, surely it was not 
the sound of sunlight. A 
fairy might have sweetly stirred the stillness 
with those pink-and-golden tones. 

“No, no, Columbus!” I said to myself, 
stopping my thoughts suddenly. “You know 
you don’t believe in fairies!”’ 

Isabella did not hear me and did not guess 
what I was thinking. I looked at her and 
saw she herself was looking far away, straight 
out into the leafy bushes. 

“Isabella!”’ I whispered. 

But Isabella did not answer me. 

“Isabella!’”’ I started once more, then 
stopped again suddenly. Like a flash I saw 
what Isabella was seeing. (Picture No. 9.) 
Like a flash, I say, but it was more like a 
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lovely, shimmering rainbow, winding, in soft 
shades of color, in and out through the spark- 
ling green. First it would hover for an 
instant in the sunshine, then vanish into the 
emerald shadows, then dash and dartle forth 
again into the full light of the blue-skied day. 

No wonder that the squirrel stood still in 
amazement. No wonder that the leaves 
quivered with delight and that the birds in 
the tree-tops forgot to sing! The little, 
dainty, rainbow-hued creature dancing there 
in the sunshine before that curtain of green 
shadows was something more that just a 
pretty, radiantly happy Little Girl. For, 
stretching in gossamer loveliness, etched in 
silver, swaying softly, like 
a bit of lacy moonlight, 
were—yes, there could be 
no mistake about it for all 
of us, Isabella and the 
squirrel and I, were look- 
ing with all our eyes— 
were a pair of shining 
wings! 


IV 


When the Little Girl 
was having her bedtime 
talk with us that night 
(Picture No. 10.), it 
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seemed to me that she had a _ happier 
look on her face than she had ever had 
before. 

“I’m going to tell you my secret,’”’ she 
said to Isabella and me. “But first I must 
ask you something. Do you believe in 
fairies?”’ 

“‘Mamma!”’ cried Isabella as loudly as she 
could, in the only word of the Little Girl’s 
language that we knew, 

And, as the Little Girl caught me up in 
her arms, I said, close to her ear, ““Mamma!”’ 
just as Isabella had said it, only not quite 
so loud. 

‘““T knew you did!”’ joyfully cried the little 
Girl. “‘Now I can tell you my secret! | 
believe in fairies, too, Columbus and Isabella. 
And today, just because I do believe in 
fairies, the fairies let me be a fairy for 
an hour!” 

Then the Little Girl kissed 
us (Picture No. 11.) and put 
us into our little beds. And 
pretty soon she was in her 
bed, too, and the lights 
were out and sleeping 
time had begun. 

But I could not sleep. 

Try hard as I would to 
close them, my eyes kept 
on staying wide open and 
seeing the moon shining in 
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at the window. It did not 
shine in with a still light, 
as I had seen it shine 
before, but kept swaying 
slowly back and forth in 
lacy loveliness like a pair 
of silvery wings. 
I crept out of my bed 
very quietly so that the 
Little Girl and _ Isabella 
would not hear me. Then 
I walked on tiptoe across the 
floor, climbed up on the chair 
on which I had climbed so many times 
and, whispering to my heart to be quiet 
and taking hold with both my hands of one 
of the brass handles of the left-hand upper 
drawer of the dresser, with all my might I 
started to pull and pull. 

But I didn’t have to pull and pull at all. I 
had hardly touched the brass handle before 
the drawer began to open toward me and did 
not stop till it had opened wide enough for 
me to see inside. 

But I didn’t look into the left-hand upper 
drawer of the dresser. My eyes were so full 
of wonder that even if I had looked I doubt 
if I could have seen. Instead, I shut my eyes 


(Continued on page 629) 
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THE OWL WHO LOST HIS HOOT 


By MILDRED PLEW MERRYMAN 


NE night the Browny Peekaboo was 
perched upon a pine, 


When all at once he heard a sort of whinny, 
whinny, whine; 


He looked and saw a yellow eye come popping 
out of space, 


And then around the yellow eye there loomed 
a feather face. 


‘““My hat!” said Browny Peekaboo, “why, 
here’s a baby owl; 


But tell me, little brother, what’s the matter 
with your howl?” 


“T beg,” replied the baby, “‘you’ll excuse it, 
Peekaboo; 


But since I lost my mother that’s the best 
that I can do! 


‘She told me that by nature I had quite a 
handsome hoot, 





But all that I can seem to make is just a 
little toot.” 


“Well, well,” said Browny Peekaboo, “we’ll 
practice up a bit; 


I’ll wager I can teach you how to trebie your 
tu-whit! 


‘“‘But first, my feather fellow, will you please 
to come with me 


And seat your sober self atop the Glicken- 
doodle tree? 


“For it’s by far the tallest and you’ll find 
that any tune 


Will take a sort of tickle from the whiskers 
of the moon. 


““Now close your beak and don’t you speak! 
Now are you ready? Right! 


Now sit you for a little, son, and contemplate 
the night.” 
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Oh, long the baby owl he sat and smelled 
the summer gloam; 

The hour grew late and later and the fairies 
fluttered home; 


He felt the leaves about him going “Shoo! 
Shoo! Shoo!” 


And often in its wandering the wind went 
“ec Wooh!’”’ 


He watched a cloud go over like a coal black 
cat, 


Then soft along the shadow came the blunder 
of a bat; 


He heard the frogs below him going “Glug! 
Glug! Glug!” 

And then he turned attention to the breathing 
of a bug. 


He saw a star go slither and he heard the 
crickets creak; 


Then all at once the baby owl he lifted up his 
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And loud and loud along the glen there 
sounded such a hoot 

As puzzled all the pixie folk and made the 
goblins scoot. 


It caught upon the shadows and it curdled 
in the gloom; 

The Widdle Witch she chuckled as she went 
to get her broom. 


“Oh, thank you, Mr. Peekaboo,” exclaimed 
the baby owl; 

Not even for a minute did I hope for such a 
howl. 


“You’ve given back my confidence — I’ll 
never give it up! 

But every single evening if you'll listen after 
sup, 


““You’ll hear my hoot go echoing to every 
little den, 

That lurks within the limits of the Glicken- 

doodle Glen.” 
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THE RAGGEDY RABBIT 


SHERMAN RIPLEY 


HIS is the Raggedy Rabbit, so neat, 


With cute little whiskers, and fortunate 
feet; 


At night when you're cuddled asleep in the 
sheets, 


He takes all our lettuce and parsley and 
beets; 


He brings out a basket and picks up the 
pieces, 


And carries them home to his nephews and 
nieces; 


His family is large, but his troubles are 
few— : 


I'd like to be Raggedy Rabbit—would you? 
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THE RAGGEDY BEAR 


SHERMAN RIPLEY 


HE Raggedy Bear has a raggedy coat, 
And a terrible growl in his raggedy 
throat; 


And he has a glass eye—he can hardly see 
through it, 
For he once hadsa serious accident to it. 


He was out in the forest and hoping to see 
Something nice for a dinner or luncheon or 
tea; 


Now in those same woods on that very 
same day 

Was a man with a gun who was coming 
that way. 


They came to a big tree which hid each from 
t other, 

The man was on one side, the bear on the 
other. 


They met very quickly—the man saw the 
bear, 
And each gave the other a terrible scare! 


The bear shouted, “Woof! and the man 
shouted, “Wow!” e 


And the next thing he knew he was up on a 
bough! 


The bear said, “Come down or I'll sit here 
all night!" 

And the man dropped the gun in his haste 
and his fright. 


The bear saw the gun, and he reached for 
the trigger, 

And he said, “What's this comical, curious 
jigger?” 


He looked it all over, and snuffed with his 
snout, 
And he peeked through the hole where the 


bullet comes out. 


Just then something happened—the gun 
went off, “Bing!” 

And he heard all the birds in the world start 
to sing. 


He got up and ran with his might and his 
main, 

And he never came back to THAT forest 
again. 
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CHARACTERS 


JOE and JOSEPHINE, the twins, in their everyday school clothes. 


THE GIGGLE WITCH, in a long black cape and tall, peaked hat. 
Her hair is gray and straggly, and a black mask hides the 
upper part of her face. 

WITCHENE and WITCHETTE, her twins, who wear masks, too. 
Witchene’s suit is black and tight fitting, while Witchette 
has on a plain, short black dress. Each carries a black cat. 


OwL To-WIT and OwL To-WEE wear gray clown-fashioned suits, 
padded to make them appear fat, with large, wing-shaped 
sleeves for them to flap. Gather the material about the 
ankles and hold in place by a tight band and a yarn fringe. 
Make a false head of the same material, lined with crinoline, 
and paint on large yellow eyes and sew on a beak of crinoline. 


Kitty and Katty, the witch’s pets, have plain tight-fitting suits 
of black, woolly material, with shoes, mittens and caps 
attached. Make ears of black felt and line with pale pink 
worsted. An ordinary black mask may be used, if the nose 
is given a touch of pink and short thin strips of wire used for 
whiskers. These may be drawn through tiny holes, punched 
in the mask for this purpose, with the ends protruding on the 
outside. 


THE HOBGOBLINS are dressed in bright red, brownie-like cos- 
tumes and pointed hats. 

BATTY THE BaT wears a loosely-fitting, black woolly suit, with 
shoes, mittens and head covering attached, and with large 
wing-shaped sleeves for him to flap. 


THE GHOSTS, whose costumes may be either sheets and pillow- 
cases or long cheesecloth robes and veils. 


SCENE: The living room of Joe’s home, with a curtained door- 
way at back, center. When the curtain goes up, Joe and 
Josephine are sitting on stools on either side of the door, their 
chins cupped in their hands and the corners of their mouths 
drawn down. 


JOSEPHINE: Joe, why do you suppose Mother 
wouldn’t let us go with the Jolly Club tonight? 


JOE: ’Tisn’t fair to have to stay cooped 








up in the house on Halloween and our 
birthday, too. 
JOSEPHINE: Al- 
ways before Moth- 
er has wanted us 






—, 





to have a good time, too. [Suddenly the lights go 
oul; there are three, low, mysterious knocks. 

JOSEPHINE (screaming): Oh, Joe, what is it? 

JOE (his voice shaking but patting her shoulder): 
I—I—don’t know. But don’t be scared, Sis. 

JOSEPHINE (her teeth chattering): I’m not scared. 
I’m—I’m just—surprised. 

{Again they hear the three knocks beyond the curtained doorway.}| 

JoE: I tell you, Josephine. I’ll take one curtain 
and you the other. Then if we pull them back real 
quickly, we’ll see what it is. [She nods and takes 


hold of the curtain.| One—two—three—PULL! 


[The curtains are drawn aside and in the dim light of the hall they 
see the GIGGLE WITCH, holding WITCHENE and WITCHETTE by 
the hand. Beside them is her huge kettle and tripod on rollers.| 


GIGGLE WITCH (chuckling): So you’re the twins 
and this is your birthday! 

JOE: Yes—yes, ma’am. 

GIGGLE WITCH: These are my twins—Witchene 
and Witchette (the Witch children bow) and it’s their 
birthday, too. So I thought, why can’t all of us 
celebrate together? 

JOSEPHINE: Won’t—won’t you—come in? 

GIGGLE WITCH (sternly): Are you good gigglers? 

JOE (surprised): Why, yes, I guess so, Mrs. 
Witch. 

GIGGLE WITCH (rolling in the kettle): You'll have 
a right good chance to prove it. I’ll brew some 
spells and if you can giggle after each of them, I’ll 
have a right nifty reward for you. [Shaking her 
finger at him.| But don’t you Mrs. Witch me. I’m 
no common broomstick rider, I’l! have you know. 
WITCHENE (tossing her head): Of course 

not. She’s the Giggle Witch. 

JoE and JOSE- 
PHINE: Oh! 

GIGGLE WITCH: 
Now, my Witchies 
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if you are ready, I 
think I’ll brew some 
light. 


[The Witch children take a 

curtain from the kettle 

and, standing on stools, unfurl it so as to hide the curtained door- 

way and kettle. The GIGGLE WITCH stands on a stool to stir 

the pot with her broomstick, and only her head and shoulders 
are visible.| 


GIGGLE WITCH: 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
Kettle, brew some light for me. 
Brew some light for Halloween 
That my magic may be seen. 
Now, my Witchies, we have some proper light for 
Halloween. 


[The Witch children let the curtain fall, showing a number of 
lighted Jack o’ lanterns in the kettle and on the floor. These 
they proceed to place around the room.| 


JOSEPHINE: Oh, look, Joe, at the funny face that 
Jack o’ lantern’s making. [Both of them gigggle.] 

GIGGLE WITCH (taking off her high-peaked hat 
and passing it to them, up-side-down): . Fine, fine! 
You did most as well as my own Witchies. Have 
some candy. 

JOE and JOSEPHINE (pretending to help themselves 
to the candy the hat is supposed to contain): Oh, 
thanks. 

GIGGLE WITCH: Now I think I’ll brew an owl 
or two to furnish music for our party. 

[WITCHENE and WITCHETTE hold up the curtain, as before.) 

JOSEPHINE (surprised): You surely can’t make 
owls come out of that kettle. 

GIGGLE WITCH: That I can, and goblins and 
hobgoblins and even—ghosts. [She waves her broom- 
stick over the kettle.) 

Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
Kettle, brew some owls for me. 
Owls that go, “‘To-wit!’”’ ‘‘To-wee!”’ 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
[When the curtain is lowered this time, on either 
side of the kettle 
stands a huge owl. 
One says, ‘‘To-wit.”’ 


The other goes, “‘To- 
The children 





ae: 


wee!”’ 
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giggle, and the owls, bow- 
ing formally and still 
hooting, take up their 
places on opposite sides 
of the stage.) 


GIGGLE WITCH 
(petting her two black cats): Shall I make my cats 
grow big and give a cakewalk? 
JoE: You don’t mean they really could? 
GIGGLE WITCH: That I do. They’re very 
special cats. They can dance and ride a broom and 
even purr and meow. [The children laugh.| Oh, you 
needn’t giggle except when I brew something in the 
kettle. [She throws the cats into the pot and JOSE- 
PHINE screams. The WITCH looks at her sternly.} 
You need some giggling lessons if that’s all the better 
you can do. [WITCHENE and WITCHETTE hold up 
the curtain.| 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
Kitten-kats, grow large for me. 
Let Josephine your cakewalk see, 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
[The curtain ts lowered to show two large black cats standing beside 


the kettle. They meow and bow and join hands in the liveliest 
cakewalk the children have ever seen.] 


Joe: I never saw anything so funny in my life. 
I just don’t believe they can be real cats. 

Cats (threatening the children with their paws): 
Psst! Psst! 

JOSEPHINE (managing a giggle in spite of her 
fright): Giggle, Joe, giggle. 

Cats: Psst! Psst! Psst! 

JOE (desperately): Ican’t, I tell you, I just can’t. 


[JOSEPHINE tickles him and he breaks into laughter. The cats 
meow and sit down meekly in a@ corner.] 


GIGGLE WITCH (shaking her finger at them): You 
almost lost the reward that time, my hearties. Now 
for the HOBGOBLINS! 

[The curtain is held in place by the WiTcHY TWINS.] 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
Goblins, hoblins, come to me. 

One day each year you may be seen, 
Remember, this is Halloween. 


[When the curtain is 
lowered there are the 
HOBGOBLINS' who 
chase the frightened 
children trom one 
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part of the stage to another. 


won't giggle. 

JoE: Not giggle? 
himself.| Ha! Ha! 

JOSEPHINE: Oh, 
Joe, I’m the one who 
can’t laugh this time. 
(But she does manage 
a giggle when Joe 
turns and tickles her. 


’ In despair the Hob- 


goblins meekly take 
up their places at the 
side of the stage.) Oh, 
thank you, Joe. 
Those Hobgoblins 
don’t look scary, 
now that we've 
laughed at them. 

JoE: You got any- 
thing else coming out 
of that kettle, Mrs. 
Giggle? 

GIGGLE WITCH (as 
her twins hold up the 
curtain again): That 
I have. Batty the 
Bat is next. 

JOSEPHINE(scared): 
Not the kind of bat 
that gets into your 
hair? 

GIGGLE WITCH: 
Well, no. Batty is 


We'll show you. 
Ha! 





The owls hoot and the cats meow. 
JOE and JOSEPHINE iry to hide behind chairs but the HOBGOB- 
LINS drag them forth and make them join their dance.| 


GIGGLE WITCH (chuckling): This is one time they 
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{When the curtain is lowered BATTY THE BAT gives a weird dance, 
flapping his wings as though flying. Then he spies JOSEPHINE’S 
bright hair and swoops toward her. The children run but he 
corners them. Some of the HOBGOBLINS turn somersaulis in 


their excitement, the cats meow and the owls hoot. Just in time, 
JOE rips off his coat and covers both their heads as they crouch on the 


| Tickling floor.) 


JOSEPHINE (so relieved that both of them giggle): 





Wasn’t it funny, Joe, 
the way we outwitted 
that old bat? (The 
BaT shakes his head 
in despair and with 
a final flop of his 
wings retires to a 
corner.) Why, I be- 
lieve that old bat is 
really scared of us 
now. 


GIGGLE WITCH 
(sternly): Don’t 
think you’re going 
to run away with the 
reward like that. 
I’ll show you some- 
thing now that you 
won’t find it so easy 
to giggle about. 

JOSEPHINE: I 
don’t see how any- 
thing could be more 
ungiggly than that 
bat. 

JoE: Or those 
Hobgoblins. 

GIGGLE WITCH (as 
the curtain is raised): 
Well, you'll see. 


too big to get into your hair, but he might get your Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
hair. Ghosts, come pouring out for me. 
JOSEPHINE: But my hair doesn’t come off like Ghosts that wail and ghosts that hoot, 
Uncle George’s. Come and make these children 
GIGGLE WITCH: It will, if Batty the scoot. 
Bat gets hold of it. JOE (as his sister clings to him, fright- 
JoE: Don’t worry, Sis. We can ened and trembling): Don’t you worry, 
dodge him. Sure we can. Sis. Ghosts aren’t real—we know that. 
GIGGLE WITCH: JOSEPHINE (as the curtain is 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, lowered, revealing several ghosts): 
dee! Oh, but they look it. 
Batty Bat, come fly to me. [The GHosts begin a weird dance, clos- 
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ing in on the children now and t 


A girl’s bright hair of glossy 
sheen 

Will make your nest this 
Halloween. 


with slow gliding movements. There 

ts much wailing and screeching inter- 

mingled, while the cats add their 

as to the chorus and the owls their 
ts. 
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Joe: Tickling myself doesn’t seem to do much 
good this time. 

GIGGLE WITCH (chuckling): Ha-ha! 
reward. 

JOSEPHINE (thinking fast): Mrs. Giggle, may | 
have a straw from your broom? 
[The WiTCH holds out her 

broom, JOSEPHINE takes 

a straw and tickles the 

back of JOE’S neck with 


it, and then her own.| 
Both of them giggle and 


I keep my 





the GHOSTS draw back.| 
JOSEPHINE (re- 
lieved): I thought 
that would work. 
GIGGLE WITCH: 
Well, I admit, both 
of you are brave gig- 
glers. Now I’ll work 
the most mysterious 
spell of all and you’ll 
get your reward. 
JOE (as the Witch 
children begin blowing 
out the Jack o’ lan- 
terns): Will you get 
our reward out of 
that kettle, too? 
GIGGLE WITCH: 
That I will. Right, 
my Witchies. We 
must have black 
darkness for this 
spell. [By now the 
stage is in complete 
darkness.| 
Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 
Kettle, work this spell for me. 
Give these gigglers their reward, 
They deserve it, they’ve worked hard. 
This greatest spell, please brew for me, 

Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, dee! 

[Now thé lights flash on and the Halloween folks are 
still standing, just where we last saw them. But 
the GHOSTS have thrown aside their sheets; the 
bats, cats and Witch children have taken off their 

masks and caps; and the HOBGOBLINS 


and OWLS are struggling out of thetr 
suits.] 


JOE: Why— Why — Why, 
Sis, it’s just the members of the 
Jolly Club. 

HALLOWEEN FOLKS (shoui- 
ing as the lights come on:) Sur- 
prise! Surprise! 
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ELIZABETH (who was formerly WITCHETTE): We 
fooled you, didn’t we? [Cries from the others of 
“We sure did” and “Oh, you were so funny!”’] 

JIMMY (who was BATTY THE BaT): And your re- 
ward is that pile of birthday gifts we brought you. 
[He doints to the kettle, now filled with gay looking 

packages.| 

JOSEPHINE: Joe, 
just look at that 
kettle. 

Joe: I tell you, 
Sis, that reward was 
worth giggling for. 

GIGGLE WITCH: 
Didn’t I tell you 
that I would bréw 
the most myster- 
ious spell of all? 

JoE: But who are 
you? You’re not the 
Giggle Witch—we 
know that. 

GIGGLE WITCH 
(speaking in her nat- 
ural voice as_ she 
throws aside her cape 
and takes off her mask 
and wig): Can’t you 
guess? 

JOE and JOsE- 
PHINE: Why, it’s 
Mother. [The guests 
laugh.} 

JOSEPHINE: So 
that’s the reason you 
wouldn’t let us go 

with the members of the Jolly Club tonight. 

MOTHER (laughing heartily): Of course. I couldn’t 
let you go because the members of the Jolly Club 
had planned to come to you. But, I see, there’s 
still another spell for me to work to- 
night. (Waving her broomstick, first 
over the kettle and then over their heads, 
as she chants.) 

Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, 
dee! 

Open up your gifts for me. 

Your rewards we want to see 

Giggle-ly, giggle-ly, giggle-ly, 
dee! 


[JOE and JOSEPHINE eagerly begin to 
open their gifts, and the others are 
cas\ around them as the curtain 
alls. 
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DYER 
(NOMINSOMeCrUSOe 


PUZZLE—FIND FRIDAY 


HELEN HUDSON 


OOR old Crusoe here we find 
On his desert isle, 
Bravely living by himself, 
Lonely all the while. 


Footprints on the sands he finds 
And he’s filled with fear; 

- But they mean a faithful friend, 
Friday now is near. 
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We know lots 
of little boys and 
girls that love to 
be tucked in with 
sheets and blank- 
ets that have been 
washed clean and 
wholesome with 
Fels-NapthaSoap 


at Dobby sate nn 1 vemmdanies 


When the Sandman came around and Bobby tumbled his 
tired little sleepy head into billows of snow-white bed-clothes 
he was on his way to Dreamland before you could give fort 
winks. 

Passing through one mysterious realm after another what 
do you suppose finally met his horrified eyes? 

There, bending over an ordinary washtub was his own 

Real naptha! You can tell mother, and a great big dirt-ogre standing by, making her 

by the smell. rub and rub and rub Bobby's dirty little rompers. Bobby looked 
around quickly and found a great long stick. Picking it up he 
started on a dead run to jab that horrid old dirt-ogre when 
suddenly—he woke up. 

After he gave a big yawn and a good stretch Bobby knew 
he had been dreaming. For right along he had seen his 
mother washing his dirty little rompers and lots of things with 
Fels-Naptha Soap, and she never had to do any hard rubbing 
with that soap. How it did make the dirt scamper! And how 
clean and new looking the clothes were! Then Bobby remem- 
bered how mother often said “Nothing can take the place of 
Fels-Naptha.”” 

“Dreams are funny things,” thought Bobby, “and I’m 
glad they are not always true.” 


pmaatnes and genuine naptha onan. 
int red-and-green wrapper uy 
it in the convenient ten-bar carton GET your mother to try Fels-Naptha. Tell her to send 2c in stamps for 

a cute little sample bar. Address Fels-Naptha Soap, Philadelphia 


FELS-NAPTHA 


THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR ®oi ime 
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“Giddap— 
Pony” 


Tom Tinker wants Pony to take 
him out to play with the chil- 
dren on Halloween. 






























Pony Tinker is a new member 
of the Toy Tinker family —but 
already he’s very popular. 

His coat is slick and shiny and 
his daring rider posts up and 
down to Pony’s prancing gait. 


THE TOY TINKERS 
EVANSTON, ILLINOIS 






























There are twenty 
other Tinker Toys 
—All well made 
and finished in bril- 
liant, durable colors 
—A choice for chil- 
dren of any age— 
Inquire at any toy 
or department store 
for TINKER TOYS. 
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WHO’S WHO IN THE ZOO 


Number XVI 
By RUTH BRADFORD 





HEN the daddy of little Miss Eskimo goes 
a-hunting, what do you suppose she asks 
him to bring home to her? Why, my skin or that 
of one of my brothers, of course! You see, little 
Eskimo girls like our long fur to make clothes with, 
clothes for their walrus ivory dolls. 

But we’d rather have the fun of living rather than 
furnish doll clothes for little Miss Eskimo. So 
we're pretty careful not to let her daddy see us, and 
we keep a sharp look-out for foxes and owls and 
hawks and all our other enemies, too. 

If you should travel up around the arctic regions 
—in Greenland, for instance, or some parts of 
Alaska, northern Canada or the Arctic islands, you 
might see some of us, coming out of our burrows at 
night. We would probably have our babies with 
us—each mother generally has about three—and 
we would be looking for all sorts of plants and 
grains to eat. Our scientific name is awfully long— 
it’s DICROSTONYX NELSONI—but you guess 
our everyday name! But you would find that we 
are rather little fellows and look something like our 
field mice cousins. Our long fluffy fur, though, that 
hides our tiny ears and tails, makes us look much 
stouter. i 

Sometimes we go traveling—thousands and 
thousands of us together—and when we come to 
rivers, why, we all jump in and swim right across. 
I’m afraid that we eat up whole crops when we come 
across farms. We have such hearty appetites! 

Our homes are in nice underground burrows two 
or three feet long that have a cosy five-inch nest at 
the end, lined with soft grass and moss. Near this 
we usually have a little burrow a foot long that we 
hide in when our larger home is found by our enemies. 
Sometimes our front door is beneath a log or a bush; 
sometimes it opens right out in some unsheltered spot. 

In the wintertime, of course, our homes are 
buried ’way down under lots of snow, but that 
doesn’t bother us at all. In winter we change the 
color of our coats and are just as lively as ever. 
We make many tunnels along the surface of the 
ground under the snow. Here we scamper, safe 
from wintry storms. Sometimes, though, the snow 
is blown away and then we have a hard time and 
may be caught by our enemies. 

Because we usually are found on top of the snow 
during a big storm, the Alaskan Eskimos used to 
think that we lived in a land above the stars and 
whirled down to earth during snowstorms. But 
that’s just a fairy tale. 
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NUMBER SIXTEEN 

Dear Children: Read about me on the preceding your name and age and address with your page. 
page, guess my name and color me in my really The best page and answer by a girl wins a prize, 
truly colors. Send me before October 12 to Ruth and so does the best page and answer by a boy. 
Bradford, CHILD LIFE, Rand M¢Nally & Company, The boys and girls who do the next best pages and 
536 S. Clark Street, Chicago, Ill. Be sure to send answers are listed on our Honor Roll 
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CHILD LIFE 


THE FIRST BOOK FOR 
EVERY CHILD 


(The best choices for four to eight years old) 
NEW TITLES IN THE LITTLE LIBRARY 


‘To. gay little books, bound in orange, blue, and green cloth, with 
bright jackets and end papers, will attract every child and lead him 
into the best literature. They are easy to hold, the type and pictures invite 
the smallest reader to read on, and the material will lure any parent or 
uncle or big sister to read it over and over again. The reinforced binding, 
with distinguished designs and lettering, is planned for such permanent 
use. Each $1.00. 


THE PEEP-SHOW MAN. By Padraic Colum. Illustrated in color and line. Deco- 
rated blue cloth, colored end papers. (Ages D>. 

This man had traveled all the roads of Ireland and knew many remarkable things. To 
one boy he told stories as wonderful as the scenes in his box. ere in this book you meet 
the peep-show man and hear the stories of The Princess Swallow-heart, The Twelve Silly 
Sisters that the Pooka carried away with him, and The White Blackbird. 


THE ADVENTURES 
A BROWNIE. By 
Dinah Marie Mulock (Mrs. 
Craik). Fully illustrated. 


orated orange cloth. 


(Ages 6-8.) 

yy little child’s first 
bookshelf which _ skip: 
this brownie would be half 
empty. There have heen 
many brownies since. But 
he, as a troublesome house- 
hold spirit, never has been 
surpassed. How he turned 
himself into a kangaroo to 
bother the cross farmer, how 
he took vengeance on the 
new cook, his pranks in the 
farm yard, make hilarious 
stories for small children. 


SING SONG. Poems for little children. By Christina Rossetti. Illustrated. End 
papersin color. Over fifty drawings. Decorated green cloth. (Ages 4-6) ; 
e of our famous English lyrics come from the little volume, “Sing Song.” In this 
reissue those es to younger children have been kept and several of Christina Ros- 
setti’s famous Christmas Carols added. Little children will enjoy the fun in the nonsense 
verses, and in “‘Lesson Time.” 


GOODY TWO SHOES. 
Perhaps - Oliver Goldsmith. 


Illustrated by Alice Wood- 
ward. Full color frontis- 
piece end many line draw- 
ings. Decorated blue cloth. 
(Ages 6-8). 

he tale of this little girl 
whose goodness brought her 
wealth and happiness, is a 
classic. With clever draw- 
ings for every other page, 
it is ready to show forth 
again the English village, 
the children, the animals, 
the appealing figure of 
Goody Two Shoes. 





A BABY’S LIFE OF 
ghey aie es 
rances Rolt. io ron- 
sani MEMOIRS OF A 
manag meters DONKEY. By Countess de 
ao. ( he 0 4-6) ce Segur. Translated anew by 
7 _ ? WE oon a = 
The story of Jesus retold orat eee - 
let ee wien alten. (6-8). 
In under 100 pages, in brief 
informal chapters, the au- 
thor covers the important 


This story is told by the 
“learned donkey, Cadich- 
on,” to prove to his little 
master that one should 
never say “‘as stupid as a 
donkey.” 


be 
both in the home and s 
Sunday-school. 2.83200 


New catalogue, fully descriptive, listing over 300 books by 
ages, is ready in September; full of pictures, many in color. 
It makes book choosing easy for any parent. Ask your 
dealer or send direct to the publisher for a free copy. 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 


NEW YORK CHICAGO BOSTON ATLANTA DALLAS SAN FRANCISCO 
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DR. FRANKLIN’S 
PARTY 


(Continued from page 591) 


“We were so proud that it 
was our sister who was to have 
honour,” Nick ended his story. 

“Though truth to tell, we 
ne’er knew before that she was 
aught to brag on,” Noch 
admitted. 

“We know it now,” Nick 
said. “And I gave young 
Barefoot Brinson fair warning 
that he must sing her praises, 
nor spend his breath shouting 
that his Cousin Celia had 
ne’er a freckle neither, and 
curlier hair to boot.” 

Their father laughed at this. 
To his mind boys would be 
boys, and their squabbles both- 
ered him not a whit, for he 
knew how little rancor was in 
them. To their mother the 
matter was far other. She had 
come of a strict Quaker family 
and still attended the old 
Friends’ Meeting House at 
Stony Brook; moreover she 
had ingrained in her all the 
Quaker horror of strife. 

“Barefoot hath a right to his 
opinions, Nicholas,” she said at 
once. “Thee did a wrong to 
try to coerce him.” 

“°Tis natural enough the 
lads should have a pride in their 
sister, Hannah,” Mr. Clarke in- 
terposed. “I myself feel the 
stirring of it within me, that 
my little maid hath been chosen 
for this great place—”’ 

“‘ An a grown man giveth way 
to such weakness, a small girl 
child is little like to escape it.”’ 
Mistress Clarke spoke grimly. 
“With my consent, she will 
ne’er be Queen.” 


(Part II of Dr. Franklin’s Party will appear 
in the November issue of CHILD LIFE) 
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BEAST, BIRD OR 
FISH! 


ANNE TELLY 


OTHER, am I too little? 
Bobby’s going to play Beast, 
Bird or Fish!” cried Ruthie. 

“Bobby, dear, what is Beast, 
Bird or Fish, and how do you 
play it? Won’t you show me, 
too?’”’ 

“Why, will you play, Mother? 
And won’t you play, Uncle Dick? 
And here come Anna and Bess 
and Harvey! Take off your coats, 
girls, and, Harvey, help me to put 
all these chairs in a circle. May 
we have your handkerchief, Uncle 
Dick? It’s the largest. Now, one 
person has to stand in the center 
of the circle, every one else is 
seated; he has the handkerchief 
and he must throw it very quickly 
on someone’s lap and say ‘Beast,’ 
and that one must answer ‘Lion’ 
or ‘Horse’ or ‘Cow’—some beast 
instantly,.or he has to get up and 
throw the handkerchief on another 
one’s lap. If you say ‘Fish,’ you 
must think quickly—White Fish, 
Black Bass, Carp; or if it’s Bird, 
why then you have to say Robin, 
Sparrow, Eagle—anything.”’ 

And Bobby who was in the center 
threw the handkerchief on Uncle 
Dick’s lap. ‘Fish!’ he said, as 
quickly as could be. Uncle Dick 
answered, “Crocodile.” 

“Oh, you have to get up; he’s 
a beast, Uncle Dick—but he swims 
in the water.” 

After quite a little talk Uncle 
Dick did get up and threw the 
handkerchief on Anna’s lap. 
“Bird,” he said, and Anna was 
so startled she said ‘‘Camel.” 

Then every one laughed, and 
Anna had to take her turn throw- 
ing the handkerchief and very 
soon every one was laughing and 
having a fine time—even little 
Ruthie. 

Uncle Dick could always think 
of more alligators, hippopotamuses, 
whales, porpoises and sea lions and 
then—such arguments as they had! 
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India! Land of Mystery 
’T wixt the mountains and the sea; 
Rajahs with their jewels rare, 
Turbans cov’ring up their hair. 
Elephants with plodding tread 
Seem to know the label red 
On the giant Beech-Nut jar, 
Bringing flavor from afar. 


hb. pe big appetites all the boys and girls 


seem to have these days! It must be 
the weather. Anyway, it just keeps the 
Beech-Nut folks awfully busy making 
Beech-Nut Peanut Butter. All over the 
country the grocery-men are writing and 
telling us to send more jars of it, because 
the children are asking for Beech- Nut. 


Guess alot of them have been trying Beech- 
Nut Peanut Butter and honey on toast to- 
gether. That certainly is good. How many 
slices can you eat that way at one time? 
Ask your mother to try it. She knows 
peanut butter is pure and nourishing when 
it’s Beech-Nut. Golden-brown Beech- 
Nut—beautiful, digestible and sealed tight 
in glass jars. 

Ask Mother to cut along dotted line at the 
bottom and send to the Beech-Nut people. 


BEECH-NUT PACKING COMPANY 
Canajoharie, N. Y. 


Beech-Nut 


¢ 


7 
4 YE 
Fd Dept. G-5 


BEECH - NUT 
7 PACKING CO. 


4 Canajoharie, N. ¥. 


Please send, without 


service information. 


7 


(ee 
Peanut Butter“::=:=" 





oa eae 


a 







































eRe SPADA, Su RAG BRO RE MAb aac WR nd i hE Nae RE ea! BOS Fe aa 


tat) 


a ROSE SINY 


5 oat ee PAS OREM EG STL: 


SE SORES RIE LEE IN TOE, LMR PLT SA A 


Pp STEN EL ES AIO 
ely . 


APE eine imeem te 


aries ETE Rk IRs AOE RL A TS 


ier 


AOA REE EC NE 28 DMAP RE PESO LT 
pics scl rapa 


By Alfred Wideman 


NOAH’S ARK ANIMALS 
PERFORM 


It has been generally known for 
quite a while that the roof on 
Noah's Ark has been in bad shape. 
Its condition has grown steadily 
worse, and old Noah, who grew 
tired of sitting under a_ blotter 
every time it rained, decided to 
buy a new roof. 

Inasmuch as the price of the new 
shingles was not on hand, the 
animals decided to give a benefit 
performance to raise funds. Ac- 
cordingly, they rented a huge pack- 
ing case and erected a stage made 
of cigar boxes. Advertising posters 
were placed all over Toytown, re- 
sulting in a huge gathering of toy 
tots who were glad to pay the ad- 
mission price of two potatoes each 
to help pay for the new roof. 

The first number on the bill was 
a song, ‘Tickle Me With a Feather, 
Mother Dear,” by the elephant, 
who, although he sang very sweetly, 
took a fit of coughing at the second 
verse, and had to stop for a drink 
of lemonade. -As he finished his 
song, a pussy cat admirer rushed to 
the stage and presented him with a 
bouquet of peanuts, which made 
him blush and look foolish; no 
elephant could get red in the face 
and not look foolish. 

Next a monkey quartette sang 
“Kick Me Again” with tender 
feeling. The audience showed ap- 
preciation by a shower of onions, a 
polite way of saying that they 
would not require an encore. 

The third feature was an African 
dance by one of the lions, who 
stepped on his own tail and had to 
be excused. A jumping match be- 
tween the two kangaroos came to 
an end when one of them jumped 
into the audience and landed on a 
dolly’s new hat, which was beauti- 
fully trimmed with rubber bananas. 

After order had been restored, a 
Swedish cat made hideous noises on 
a mouth organ, and the perform- 
ance ended with the general singing 
of “Santa Claus Forever,” the toys’ 


THE TOYTOWN TATTLER 





national anthem. Noah received 
enough potatoes to enable him to 
pay for two roofs, and very gen- 
erously donated what he didn't 
need to the Home for Hairless Bears. 


C at SAWDUST CEREAL 


TOYTOWN'S FAVORITE 

BREAKFAST FOOD. 

GUARANTEED TO BE 

ABSOLUTELY FREE 

FROM SPLINTERS. 
caQ@rr 





WHY BE HATLESS? 


THE BULKY BONNET 
HAT SHOP 


announces a new line 
of imported dolly hats 
from Peoria, priced at 
only 12 lima beans. 





THE LATEST BOOKS 
FOR TOYS 


The Life of Piggy Poodlespinker™ 
“Ten Days in a Showcase” 
Parties on the Pantry Shelf” 
“Jilly Jam Jumjelly” 


THE TOYTOWN 
PUBLIC LIBRARY 


Hiddlediddle Boulevard at Hiccough 
Terrace 





TOYS STAGE FIGHT IN 
BOARDING HOUSE 


Nobody who lives in Toytown 
can complain that it is not a lively 
place. At least, those who live 
near a particular boarding house 
couldn't complain of an overdose 
of quiet last Thursday evening. 
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Price 4, Gumdrops 






























The place in question is managed 
by a very heavily-stuffed, red- 
headed ragdoll named Patricia 
Pickleplucker. Patricia rents 
rooms to twelve toys who prefer 
that manner of living, and gives 
them their meals, all for the modest 
price of fifteen lemondrops a week. 
For this sum of candy a respectable 
toy is given the use of a pleasant 
cardboard room containing a cotton 
batting bed and a can of talcum 
powder. One wealthy bear has 
electric light in his room, which is 
a great piece of extravagance, for 
it costs him forty-one jellybeans a 
month for batteries. 

The excitement last Thursday 
occurred at the evening meal. 
Patricia had just introduced a new 
Teddy Bear roomer, whom she 
hoped to be a gentleman, and began 
the meal with the usual.course of 
soup, made with equa! parts of 
bluing and ammonia. 

‘Pardon me, Miss Pickleplucker, ° 
exploded the new Teddy Bear 
roomer. “I always have marsh- 


mallows in my soup. Where are 
they?” 
“Excuse me, sir, replied Pa- 


tricia, “but one can hardly expect 
marshmallows in one’s soup for 
fifteen lemondrops a week. We 
never have them.” 

“You shall have them for me!” 
growled the bear. 

“T will not!’ screamed Patricia. 

“You shall!” 

“T won't!" 

“You shall!” 

“T won't!” 

By this time the toys were all 
standing, and with a sudden im- 
pulse, each seized his bowl of soup 
and fled in terror at the actions of 
the angry toys. During the ex- 
citement the contents of one bowl 
was spilled on Patricia, with the 
result that her red hair is now a 
soupy shade of pink. 

A reporter for the Tattler saw 
the bear in a restaurant a few days 
later. He was eating soup without 
marshmallows. 
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3 to 12 Heads 


Changes Faces, Changes Clothes, Walks and Talks 


Many Dolls In One— 
Heaps of Fun 


A doll with one body—but three to a dozen 
heads! And a different costume for each head! 
Heads and costumes changed in a jiffy—each 
change making an entirely different 
character—that’s the Famlee Doll. 


Heads screw on and off—simply A Wonderful 
Birthday or 
Christmas 


a turn at the neck; a two-year-old 
can do it. 
Every little girl will love this 


Each character walks and talks. 16 inches 
high. Non-breakable. Quality in every detail. 

No matter how many dolls a little girl has, 
she has never had one like this—a doll that’s 
always changing. Any little girl who gets one, 
either on her birthday or for Christmas, will 
be supremely happy—not merely for a day or 
two, but day after day and year 
after year. 

Be sure to see the Famlee Doll— 
the greatest idea in years. In at- 
tractively boxed sets—each with 
one body and three, five, seven or 


many-sided playmate in every one Gift - twelve interchangeable heads, 


of its three to twelve characters. 

Great fun to change from a Girl 

Doll to a Boy Doll—then to Little-Miss-From- 
Holland— then to Ching-Ching-Chinaman— 
and so on through many lovable and life-like 
characters—the number depending on the 
number of heads in the set you buy. Stimu- 
lates imagination, develops the creative in- 
stinct —an educational amusement that is 
always full of fascination. 


with a special dress or costume for 

each head. Additional heads and 
costumes to add to the family can be bought at 
any time. 


At leading department and toy stores. 


Or write for free Doll-alogue— 
showing and describing 
Famlee sets. 


The oynloe Dotl 


REG.U.S.PAT. OFF. 


A Whole Family of Dolls in One 
A Brand New and Patented Idea 


Berwick Doll Company 
Makers of the Famlee Doll 
Dept. 18, 480 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
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Have You a Child? 


Is he getting the best education of which he is capable? Let Calvert with 
its unique system and unusual advantages come to you and teach your 


child at home. 


No matter whether you are 3 miles or 3,000 from a good school you may 
give your child practically the same educational advantages he might 
have if he were in attendance at the best private school. 


A father writes: 


“Most parents want their children to 
have the best education and are even 
willing to make sacrifices to give it to 
them. The only reason they do not, is 
that they do not realize how far superior 
what they get from Calvert School is to 
what they are now getting. If you could 
only show them what Calvert children 
learn and do, and let them compare that 
with what their own are getting, it would 
be a revelation; but they only compare 
their own children’s work with that of 
their playmates and companions, and the 
work seems pretty good.” 


A mother writes: 


“T was simply overwhelmed when I 
found out what a child of the present 


should and could do when taught by 
Calvert School by correspondence. At 
first I said it was impossible, only a 
prodigy could do such work as Calvert 
School showed was being done by its 
pupils. When I finally tried, I realized 
what a waste my boy’s schooling had been 
for the three years previous.” 


Another mother writes: 

“Calvert teaching has spoiled me for 
any other. On account of convenience, I 
sent Harry to the local school this year, 
but the school suffered so by contrast with 
Calvert that I could not let him go on 
longer. I felt every day he was losing 
golden opportunities, for I realized that, 
as you say, many things must be learned, 
if learned at all, at just a certain age or be 
forever lost.” 


Calvert School, established over twenty-five years ago to specialize in 
the teaching of children, conducts a great day school in Baltimore and is 
also successfully teaching by correspondence thousands of pupils scattered 
over the entire face of the globe. It furnishes all books, materials, lessons, 


and guides and supervises the work. 


V. M. HILLYER, Headmaster 
Author of “Child Training,” ‘‘A Child’s History of the World,’’ etc. 


Write for information to 


CALVERT SCHOOL 
Baltimore, Md. 


11 Chase Street 
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LITTLE JACKO’S 
HALLOWEEN 


e (Continued from page 593) 


a long time he came to a clearing. 

Just then he heard the sweetest, 

softest music. He stopped to listen. 

In the distance he could dimly see 

tiny creatures dancing on the grass. 

“Brownies and fairies!” ex- 
claimed the Little Orange Pumpkin, 
and rolled nearer to them. 

Just then one of the brownies saw 
him and cried out: 

“Who has come to our party on 
Halloween? 

Let’s take him to our Fairy 
Queen.” 

And before Little Orange Pump- 
kin could catch his breath, a dozen 
or more brownies were rolling him 
right to the Fairy Queen. 

“This is my -only chance,” he 
thought. So when he found him- 
self in front of the Fairy Queen, he 
said, 

““Won’t you please, please, take me, 
And a jack-o’-lantern make me, 
And I will give you light 
For Halloween tonight.” 


And then the brownies all said, 
“‘Please, dear Queen, may we make 
a jack-o’-lantern out of this little 
orange pumpkin?” 

And the Queen smiled and said, 
“Yes, let’s have a jolly, laughing 
lantern to light our party tonight.” 

How happy Little Orange Pump- 
kin was! Why this was better 
than he could ever have dreamed! 

So the brownies made him into 
the jolliest jack-o’-lantern you ever 
saw, and put a fairy candle inside 
and lighted it. 

Then he was brought back to the 
Fairy Queen. And you can imag- 
ine how happy he was as they all 
danced ‘round him singing, 

“See our jolly lantern bright 

Made to shine for us tonight; 

Loveliest lantern ever seen, 

Made for our dear Fairy Queen; 

Round our lantern we will play 

Till the breaking of the day. 

Here’s to our dear Fairy Queen, 

And this happy Halloween.” 
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WHO’S WHO IN SPOOKVILLE 
By MAUDE DAY BALTZELL 


A Halloween Game 


ALLOWEEN—\there’s something in the name 
that suggests merriment mixed with mystery. 
If you shut your eyes and say “Fourth of 
July” you immediately have mental pictures of 
bright daylight—red, white and blue—and bands 
making music as the firecrackers explode. But 
when you say “Halloween,” don’t you see witches, 
jack-o’-lanterns, goblins, and hear whispers? 
There seems to be a sort of spooky hilarity in the 
very word Halloween that brings to mind the 
thought of jolly adventures and happy secrets. 
Who’s Who in Spookville is a Halloween game that 
can be played at home or at school. Although it is 
intended for an indoor game, in climates where the 
weather is still balmy at this time of year, it may be 
played out-of-doors. However, it is meant to be 


played at Halloween parties because the Ghost and 
Goblin screen, which the larger children are to get 


ready first, makes a decoration that will cause the 
guest’s eyes to grow round with wonder and their 
mouths to turn up at the 

corners in amusement. 

To make the Ghost and 
Goblin screen, procure 
first two pieces of wood 
about the size of broom 
handles but a little 
longer; probably sticks 
that measure five feet in 
length will be all right. 

This screen is to be made 

of heavy brown paper 

and if you can get this 

paper in five-foot width, 

so much the better; if 

not, two narrower widths 

will do very nicely. The 

length that you make the 

screen will depend on the size of the room you are 
to play this game in, and upon the number who are 
to be present at the party. 

If the room is twelve feet wide and you plan to 
have the screen at one end, buy three yards of the 
heavy paper. Fasten the paper to the end-sticks 
with thumb tacks; let the paper lie flat on the floor 
while you are working on it. About fifteen inches 
apart on this screen are to be pasted or drawn ghost 
and goblin faces, and holes are to be cut through the 
screen where the eyes appear in the faces. Make 


no other holes in the screen except for the eyes. - 
You will find it easy to make round eyes if you lay 
a penny on the screen, then draw a line around the 
penny with a pencil and cut on the line with a 
sharp-pointed knife. 

The ghost and goblin faces need not be pasted 
on the screen at even heights. These faces may be 
cut from thin black or white paper, and other deco- 
rations, such as jack-o’-lanterns, black cats and 
witches, may be pasted on the screen, if desired. 

When the game is played two of the larger children 
stand on stools at either end of the screen and hold 
the screen in place. These two are called the Chief 
Spooks, and it is their part in the game to keep track 
of the guesses and to choose the turns of the players 
to walk down Spook Street. These players stand 
on stools or boxes, so they are able to see on both 
sides of the screen at once. All the other players 
get behind the screen when the Chief Spooks say, 
“All aboard for Spookville.’”” Only whispering is 

allowed. When a person 
is chosen to walk down 
Spook Street, he stands 
with his back turned 
to the ghosts and goblins 
until the Chief Spooks 
groan ‘‘Ready.’’ The 
players in back of the 
screen look at the one 
outside through the eyes 
of the ghosts and goblins. 
At a signal from the 
Chief Spooks the one on 
Spook Street tries to 
guess, from the eyes, who 
the person behind is. 
He states his guess aloud 
so the Chief Spooks can 
hear it, and they credit him with one point for 
each correct guess. He returns to Spookville after 
he has guessed at all the pairs of eyes and another is 
chosen to walk down Spook Street. Players may 
change places to puzzle a guesser. As each new 
guesser goes out, all positions are changed. If there 
are more players than eye-holes, turn must be taken 
in looking through the eyes. 

The one who has the greatest number of correct 
guesses is winner and may choose a partner to serve 
with him as Chief Spook the next time. 
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By AVIS FREEMAN MEIGS 


Formerly Children’s Librarian, Detroit Public Library 
Present Librarian, Edison Junior High School, Long Beach, California 








time, all the delightful whims and fancies 

that occur to us? With the sunshine mak- 
ing gypsies of us all, we’d be ready for adventure 
in whatever form it came. 

Maya, the Bee, felt precisely the same way, and 
on the night before her great experience she stayed 
awake out of sheer delight. Maya was in a flutter 
of joy and excitement for, on the morrow, she was 
to fly out of the hive and begin her adventures in 
the great wide world. Maya could feel nothing but 
pity for her nurse, Cassandra, who had stayed in one 
place all her life and had had nothing but toil from 
beginning to end. You see, Little Maya had no ink- 
ling of the many dangers and hardships that lay 
ahead of her; she did not know, then, that some 
day she would be homesick and long with all her 
heart for love and all the everyday experiences that 
she now wanted to leave behind. 

In her quest for adventure Maya made many 
acquaintances. You will laugh over “Bobbie and 
Effie’ and over the green grasshopper who invited 
Maya to a hopping-match in Reverend Sinpeck’s 
garden. Hoppety-Hop’s wife had complimentary 
tickets, but she would only trade them for com- 
pliments. Maya felt, inasmuch as she was a bee 
and could fly, that she had higher interests than in 
watching hopping acrobatics. It was the snail who 
gave away Bobbie’s secret. Effie, for some time, 
had been under the impression that her friend, Bobbie, 
was a rose-beetle. Bobbie had given her this im- 
pression, had taken advantage of a cricket’s ignorance, 
and had not told her that he was nothing more than 
a tumblebug. Do you think, under those circum- 
stances, that Effie had reason for popping into her 
hole and leaving Bobbie to stare in blank bewilder- 
ment down the empty dark opening? In “The Ad- 
a ventures of Maya, the Bee,’”’ you will read, too, about 
oS Peter, of the rose beetle family, Mr. Hannibal who had 
one leg too few; and Jack Christopher, the blue bottle. 
i There is an old proverb which runs something 
= like this—‘‘Tell me where you live and I'll tell you 

f what you’re worth.” The truth of that proverb is 
clearer after reading ‘‘Strange Adventures of A Pebble,” 
“Little Black Coal,” or a still newer book called “‘The 
Green Gate to the Sea.”” When we step through the 
Green Gate we find ourselves in the great world of 
Out-of-Doors which is as full of wonders as any 
fairy tale. You will have no end of fun over the pic- 
tures and verses and stories about sea creatures. 
Right now I’m on the watch for a goose-necked 
barnacle! If I find one, “‘pushing its feathery feet 
into the ocean, finding food, and kicking the food 
into its mouth with those feet,’”’ I shall exclaim as 
loudly as Elinor and Philip did. 

When a book begins with a nice family of children 


Wise would happen if we carried out, some- 





















































and one of them says, ‘‘Let’s do nothing for a while. 
It’s so nice just to soak up the sun and nibble grass,”’ 
wouldn’t you go on reading and try to find out what 
the story was all about? That’s just the reason we 
read “Buttercup Days’’—we liked Fairy Tim who 
‘came through a buttercup,’ we liked his yellow tam 
o’shanter on the back of his head, and we felt, from 
the beginning, that something interesting had to 
happen. Interesting things always happen around 
people who are Fairy Seers, and Baby Paul Flora 
and Miss Angela are no exception. 

Now then, if curiosity ever kept you awake, if you’ve 
been happy as a lark, if you’ve felt that you must 
fly as fast as you could because to-day would never 
come again nor the world be so beautiful, if you’ve 
stayed in one place all your life (or if you haven’t 
and are glad of it), if you’ve seen it rain and have 
wondered what you’d do with yourself if the rain 
kept up, if—well—if you’ve ever had a single “‘de- 
lightful, disgraceful whim,” you'll guess why this 
list of books is mentioned. They were written, I 
think, for vagabonds, and ‘particularly for you and me. 


IF YOU’VE NEVER GROWN UP 


Adventures of ae, the Bee - - ~ Weltomer Bonsels 
OMAS SELTZER, NEW YOR 


Buttercup Days - ~ -- 2s - = - C. Eliot 
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY, GARDEN Gry 
Early Contacts 3 Stories - - - S.C. Shetter 

McNALLY & COMPANY, CHICAGO 


Fairy Tales - - -“-- - - ~ H. C. Andersen 
RAND McNALLY & COMPANY, CHICAGO 


Farmtown Tule --- M. W. Thompson 
. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, “NEW YORK 


Green cate » the Sea - E. C. Brown 
LVER BURDETT & COMPANY, CHICAGO 
Happy Prince ~ - - - - = = Oscar Wilde 
BRENTANO'S, NEW YORK 
The Homemaker M. L. Keech 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA 


Home Handicraft for Bo - - - A.N. Hall 
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY, NEW -YORK 
Injun Babies - - - - _Mavnard Dixon 
G, P. PUTNAM'S SONS, NEW YORK 
Jim and Peggy at Apple-Top Farm - - - W. C. O’Kane 
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, NEW YORK 


Little Black Coal - - - - - - - - = = E.C. Eliot 
FREDERICK A. STOKES “COMPANY, NEW YORK 
Outline of Radio - - - - - - = = J. V. L. Hogan 


LITTLE BROWN & COMPANY, BOSTON 
Pets for Boys ont Gite - ‘ A. J. Macself 
P. DUTTON & COMPANY | 
Science for Boys ‘oad Girls - - - - - - M.L. Nicholas 
J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 


Slowcoach - - - - E. V. Lucas 
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 
Star, the Story of an Indian Pon C. Hooker 
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO ANY, “GARDEN "oy 
Strange Adventures of A Pebble - os _flowksworth 
HARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW YOR 
What mak We Do Now - OD. F. Fisher 


FREDERICK x STOKES COMPANY 
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The rightful heritage of every boy and dsirl 


Certain legends, certain colorful romances, 
belong to every young mind. Probably you, 
as a parent, can remember these stories, read 
in the days of your youth, more vividly than 
the books you read yesterday. Give them to 
your own children—but, better yet, give them 
in the beautiful RAND M¢NALLY bind- 


ings, with the clear print and the colorful 
illustrations. 


The RAND MENALLY list includes the right 
books for boys and girls of every age and tem- 
perament—whether the four-year-olds who 


tease to have you read to them, or the twelve- 


year-olds who curl up on your living-room 
davenport with their own books. 


The list at the right suggests several 
RAND MENALLY books for boys and girls 
of various ages. See these books and many 


others at your dealer’s during Children’s 
Week during this November. There is no 
better time to give books to boys and girls. 


KING ARTHUR AND His KniGHts. Malory. Young 
People’s Classics. (Windermere Series). Trans- 
lation by Philip Schuyler Allen, of the University 
of Chicago. Illustrated with eight full-page color 
plates by Mead Schaeffer. Size 6% x 9% inches, 
320 pages. Bound in blue cloth, with beautiful 
stamp and paster, and colored wrapper. $1.75. 


Here are recorded in sonorous sentences the many 
adventures of King Arthur and his dauntless knights 
as they achieved glory in the tournament, in the 
dim aisles of enchanted forests and on the hard-won 
field of battle. Every young person should be famil- 
iar not only with the immortal Arthurian legends, 
but also with Malory’s version, which more than 
any other has been an inspirational source through 
the long centuries. 


On THE Roap to MAKE-BELIEVE. Frederick J. 
Forster. Heart’s Delight Stories. Suitable for 
children four to eight. Illustrated with twelve 
full-page and one hundred half and quarter page 
plates in full color by Uldene Trippe. Size 10 x 
12 inches, 128 pages. Cloth binding, colored wrapper 
and paster. This book corresponds in style with 
the large flat books of our line such as Once Upon a 
a Peter Patter, Real Mother Goose and others. 


One tramps along the merry road to make-believe 
to the lilt of rollicking, fanciful jingles, fashioned 
about many quaint and attractive subjects. 


ANTVENTURES. Blanche Elizabeth Wade. Good 
Books for Boys and Girls. Suitable for boys and 
girls eight to eighty years. Illustrated with four 
full-page color plates and twenty-five black-and- 
white drawings by Harrison Cady. Size 5 x 7 
inches, 225 pages. Bound in cloth, with paster, 
end papers and colored wrapper. $1.50. 


It was always work, work, work, at home, so little 
Anthony Ant decided to go out into the great world, 
away from such disturbing industry. But every- 
where he went, people were busy doing things. So 
after he had grown hungry and lonesome, and had 
spoiled his nice clothes, and had met such disagree- 
able people as the fuzzy caterpillar, he knew that 
home was the best place. 


Use the coupon in sending for a copy of “Books for Boys and Girls and Guide 
for Selection.” It will make it easy for you to choose the right books for boys and 


girls of all ages. And it is free. 


Ranp MENA tty Books for Boys and Girls are for sale in all shops and stores 


where books are sold. Buy from your local dealer. 
order direct. Send 7c per book extra for postage. 


If not obtainable locally, 


RAND MSNALLY & COMPANY 


Headquarters for Books for Boys and Girls 
Dept. 18, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 


Gentlemen: Please send me your free catalog, “Books for Boys and Girls and Guide | 


for Selection.” 
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A HALLOWEEN PARTY 


By MARY B. FERRIS 








come.” 
“So was I! Tell me about it!’ 


“Well, first we got the cutest little verses, 
written on corn shucks and tied with colored 
grasses. These were our invitations and this 
is what they said: 


‘To our Halloween party we bid you come, 
Just one hour after set of sun. 

Wear white costumes, if you can; 

To make it spooky is our plan. 

Ask your mother to let you stay 

Till midnight drives the spooks away.’”’ 


“O! I got one of those, too,” said Ann. 
‘“What happened?’’ 

“The fun started at the front door. Stand- 
ing on each side was a grown person all in 
white, with a tall, black, pointed cap on, hold- 
ing two brooms crossed and tied with a big 
bow of black and red ribbon. We had to jump 
over these before we could get in the house. 
They said the brooms were there to sweep 
out the bad spooks, if they tried to come 
in. We had a good time watching everybody 
jump. The boys had to jump high because 
the witches would hold the brooms up every 
time. 

“The house was beautiful with candles and 
pumpkin lights, and in the dim light everyone 
looked pretty. In the big parlor were tubs of 
water with lovely red apples to bob for, and one 
little boy fell in trying to get one. 


“T laughed until I cried at those boys that 
night. In another tub were the fortune boats. 
I never saw them before—walnut and peanut 
shells, with little candles in them. We would 
light the candles, make a wish and send it 
out. If it sailed to the other side of the tub, 
without upsetting, it was a sign that our wish 
would come true. 


“The other tub was called luck fishing. If 
we caught a fish with a number on it, we 
got a fortune written in a little verse and they 
were surely funny. Mrs. 
Day had oilcloth under the 
tubs, or her floors would 
have been spoiled.” 

‘“‘What next?’’ asked 
Ann eagerly. 





_| “JELLO, Ann! Would you 
like to hear about Jane’s 
Halloween party’ We were sorry you couldn’t 


“We all took a turn at try- 
ing to bite the swinging apples, 
tied on a string on the curtain pole, between 
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the parlor and the library. I got one little 
piece off. It’s the very hardest thing to do. 




















We threw the peelings ‘round and ’round 
our heads and let them fall, to make the 
letter of our sweetheart’s name. Then there 
was a big fire in the fireplace and we 
roasted apples, marshmallows and chestnuts 
and popped corn. After that we were asked 
to make a long line and march around the 
dining room table and put things in the 
charm cake. There were all kinds of things 
from the kitchen and we just put in anything 
we wanted to. I never saw such a funny 
cake. Whatever we put in, we would tell 
whether it was to make it sweet or black 
or sour. The cook was stirring and mum- 
bling all the time, to keep up the “spell,” 
she said. When it was baked, we took some 
home in cute little thimble boxes to charm 
our dreams. Want to hear some more, 
Ann?” 
“Oh, please go on!”’ 


“Just out of a window on the dining room 
porch was a queer little gypsy tent, with a 
pot boiling and an old witch handing out 
fortunes to us, tied up in clever little pack- 
ages. We read them aloud and such heaps 
of fun we had. I kept mine. 


“Then, best of all were the goodies we 
had—little round yellow cookies with raisins 
for eyes and nuts for noses and mouths. They 
looked like pictures of the man in the moon. 
The lollypops were made like little brooms. 
I wanted to keep mine, but one taste and | 
just had to eat it. 


“We went home just as the clock struck 
twelve. All the candle lights were put out 
and Uncle Jake, the old butler, came down 
the big stairway with a tray full of little 
glass candlesticks. He gave each boy a little 
candlestick and each girl a doll mirror. Every 
boy lighted a girl to the big station wagon 
that was to take us home, and we all made a 
wish as they blew out the 
candles. I never had sucha 
good time in all my life!”’ 

“T almost felt as if I’d 
been to that Halloween 
party, myself!” said Ann. 








October, 1984 CHILD LIFE 


Infants Shirts 


Waist Union Suits 
Knit andWoven Fabrics 


‘‘Auto Lap”’ 
Seam 
is one of the features 
that make “M\" gar- 
ments so comfortable 
and durable. 


Mothers— 


HIS “MA” Waist Union Suit is as dainty and soft 

as any little girl could wish, yet it will keep her warm 
and comfortable. It isso practical, too—combining the union 
suit and waist in one garment. Suspender-like tapes carry the 
weight of attached clothing without strain on any part of the 
body—giving a feeling of unhampered freedom that is appre- 
ciated by the active, athletic girl of today. Made in various 
weights and qualities, boys’ or girls’ styles. 


The perfection of “M” garments in fit, comfort, durability 
and economy is the result of years of specialized study of in- 
fants’ and childrens’ underwear needs. That’s why it pays 
to look for the red “M” trademark when you buy. 


MINNEAPOLIS KNITTING WORKS, Minneapolis, Minn. 


MINNEAPOLIS 


GARMENTS 


She PERFECT UNDERWEAR for CHILDREN 
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= =) The Greatest Fun of All! 
ig A CRAYOLA Toy Set 


HAT fun it is to draw pictures — 
flowers, trees, animals, ships—whatever 
is your favorite! 


You can do it best with a CRAYOLA 
Toy Set. There are so many kinds of them— 
pretty boxes with water color paints and the 
CRAYOLA crayons you use in school and at 
home. Pictures to copy, to color, to stencil, 
to trace—loads of fun packed in each. box 
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creases 


There is an “Uncle Wiggily” Color Box. 
with all the amusing characters of the Bed- 
time Stories. Many others, too, such as 
“Snowbound,” “Rob Roy” and “Home Run.” 


Sera 


Look for them the next time you go to the 
eet stationery or drug store, or the toy depart- 
HY se : : 

a(S ment. Put them on the list of the things you 
want for Christmas! 


REN TT Me FLOR ATONE EY, 
DT Larned 


BINNEY & SMITH CO. 


41 East 42d Street New York, N.Y. 
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Conducted by HELEN B. PAULSEN—The Mother Goose Lady 
Introducing Mr. WILSON L. GILL—Judge John Doe 


Mr. Wilson L. Gill, the writer of the following article, has 
made a very definite improvement in educational methods. 
His invention systematizes the use of responsibility as an 
educational factor, using citizenship, with the spirit of the 
Golden Rule, for its foundation. This has been put in opera- 
tion by the United States War and Interior Departments in 
several thousand schoolrooms, and has been authorized for 
use by a number of governments in both hemispheres. 


Doubtless the greatest of Mr. Gill’s accomplishments is 
the invention of the School Republic, which, he believes, in a 
generation can put the Golden Rule in operation throughout 
the world and thus make an end of war and other obstacles 
to higher civilization. 


The readers of the Parent’s Page are already acquainted 
with Mr. Gill as Judge John Doe. As Judge Doe he wrote of 
the Mother Goose Republic, but as Wilson L. Gill he will 
tell you how to organize his wonderful invention, the 
School Republic, in your community. 


THE SCHOOL REPUBLIC 


Evolution is that process of improvement which takes, not 
hundreds of years, but thousands. It never takes the jumps 
made by inventions. Civilization has been developed by 
evolution, but what has been gained through many millen- 
niums may be lost in a few years. This is what has happened 
to the evolution process in the moral and civic training of 
our people. 


The remedy is not in evolution but in invention. The 
SPIRIT and PLAN set forth in the Constitution of the 
United States is put into operation in the schoolroom. When 
this method, which is called the School Republic, is properly 
used in a school it is a wonderful help to teachers and a 
blessing to the children. 


The principles involved in our national, state and local 
governments are the same. Details differ, but in each are 
the four divisions—the will of the people as expressed by 
their votes; the legislative, to make laws; the executive, to 
see that the laws are obeyed; the judicial, to answer questions 
that arise in the government and among the people and to 
decide what shall be done when laws are disobeyed. 


Each legislative division has its presiding officers—vice- 
president, lieutenant-governor, president of the city council. 
The executive division has its president, governor or mayor. 
The national and state governments have chief justices and 
the cities have judges and justices of the peace. Each divi- 
sion has its secretary or clerk. The three clerks in the city 
are city clerk, clerk of the city council and clerk of court. 


In the case of the School Republic, the whole school is 
conducted as a national government, each schoolroom as 


a city and several school cities as a school state. I shall tell 
you how to organize a schoolroom city, and when you make 
a success of that you will understand how to start your 
school national and state governments and how to organize 
any other groups, such as home, neighborhood, Sunday 
school, playground, community house or factory. 


Usually the young people, even very little ones, know who 
in their group will make the best officers. Not any one 
of the children knows how to be a mayor or a judge without 
help from an adult, but with this help almost any of them 
can succeed. As soon as a thoughtful child nominates some- 
one for mayor, take a vote, without waiting for another 
nomination. If more than half vote for the nominee, an- 
nounce his election. Proceed in the same way with the elec- 
tion of the president of the city council, judge, city clerk, 
clerk of council, clerk of court and sheriff, whose business 
is to see that the decrees of the court are attended to. All 
the citizens of the group are members of the city council. 


Have the elected officers come to the front and face the 
organizer, with their backs to the new citizens, raise their 
right hands and repeat: “I solemnly promise to defend the 
Constitution of the United States under all circumstances, 
and will perform the duties of my office to the best of my 
knowledge and ability.” Then have all the citizens stand, 
raise their right hands high and repeat, “‘I solemnly promise 
to defend the Constitution of the United States under all 
circumstances, and to perform the duties of my American 
citizenship, to the best of my knowledge and ability.” 


The mayor appoints traffic officers, health officers to look 
after ventilation, etc., floor and yard commissioners, librarian 
and any other commissioners needed. The president of the 
city council takes a vote of the council on each appointment. 


The mayor, with the teacher’s advice, should appoint pupils 
to conduct recitations. With a spelling lesson this is a simple 
matter, and presently the teacher will find, with her assist- 
ance, the children can conduct all recitations. This is of 
great educational value and increases the interest of the pu- 
pils amazingly. At home the children can be given various 
responsibilities and it is important that parents understand 
what is being done at school and give the children every 
encouragment in their citizenship, which is not a matter for 
school time only but for every hour of the twenty-four. 


By introduction of this method, the authority of the 
parents and teachers is not changed in the slightest. They 
cannot be citizens or officers of the School Republic, but the 
teachers must be instructors, guides and friends, as in all 
other school work. I hope that parents and teachers will act 
on the plan at once, as procrastination in such a matter is 
unwise. Put into it all the enthusiasm you can muster, and 
you will get good results immediately. 
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HIGH SHOES 
GYM SHOES 
BALLET SLIPPERS 
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STYLE 


JJ SLATER 


415 PIFTH AVENUE 
NEWYORK 












October, 1924 


THE SEA VICTORS 


(Continued from page 599) 


The boys had never believed fathers cried. 
But Milly was not the only one crying. 
Even some of the most hardened old fishermen 
were talking huskily, and no one seemed 
ashamed of it. 

“It was all Milly’s doing,’’ Bobby’s father 
said, after the first excitement of a safe return 
was over. ‘‘We never knew you were gone 
until an hour or so ago when one of the boys 
said you had gone out sailing yesterday after- 
noon, and that he had seen you through the 
telescope just before the fog came down. - 

“It was Milly who kept her head when the 
fog came up. She took those sky rockets 
Bobby had given her some time ago and set 
them off on the hill, but the dampness of the 
fog ruined most of them, and when all the rest 
of us were too frightened to know what we 
were about Milly said, 

“Ring the bells and light every light. 
Ring every single bell in the town for a fog 
warning!’”’ And she ran from house to house 
telling the people.” 

““Gee,”’ cried Bobby, ‘“‘my kid sister did 
that! And they say girls lose their heads! 
Gee!” 

““She cried like a girl—worse than any of 
‘em when we were safe,”’ Hal said, “but she 
was the brave, cool one when the time came 
for being brave.” 

This was what he so admired—bravery 
under hard conditions. 

So it had only been that afternoon, they dis- 
covered, that their families had known they 
had not gone off on a hiking trip which had 
been planned to start the previous day. 
They had forgotten to speak of its having 
been postponed. They had, in the excite- 
ment, even forgotten that they had forgotten 
to speak of it! ° 

There was a grand supper that evening at 
Bobby’s house to which Hal and his family 
were invited. It was a merry, jolly meal, but 
every once in a while the boys seemed to feel 
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the relentless sea playing with 
them as she wished. 

‘*T guess she let us free when 
she found she couldn’t get our 
nerve,” Hal said when he was 
leaving, “‘though she mighty 
nearly got mine almost every 
moment we were on her!” 

“It was you who kept us 
both up!” Bobby exclaimed. 
“And if you haven’t sense 
enough to know it, I have!” 

“Well, I won’t be wanting 
to test that sort of nerve out in 
a hurry again. Me for hug- 
ging the shore in the future!” 

There was great and deep 
and continued rejoicing in that 
town by the sea, and the more 
the people talked of it, the more 
wonderful seemed the escape 
of the boys from the sea’s 
clutches. Milly was christened 
by every one as the fog heroine 
—but Hal and Bobby? 

They were called the Sea 
Victors. 

THE END 


HOW COLUMBUS 
LEARNED THE TRUTH 
ABOUT FAIRIES 


(Continued from page 603) 


tight and, putting my lips as 
near as I could to the opening 
in the left-hand upper drawer 
of the dresser, I said quietly 
and quickly: 

“Good night, Goldenheart, 
good night!”’ (Picture No.12) 

And you may believe it or 
not as you want to, but, 
answer to my call, there came 
a voice that sounded like the 
voice of clover and the voice 
of sunlight—only it was not 
the voice of sunlight and the 
voice of clover. 

“Good night, little Colum- 
bus!”’ it said. 

And I knew it. was the voice 
of a fairy. 
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pt ay fault when children disobey? People 
you by the behavior of your children. 
it your yehild ever did this what would you do 


Seale You ? 


HERE is nothing more embarrassing, 

nothing more humiliating, than a 

naughty child. Every mother knows 
that people judge her by the behavior of 
her children—that parents with unruly 
youngsters are seldom popular, s seldom aint 
to go places. : 

How do you act 
when your child 
openly disobeys in 
front of visitors? 
Do you flush and 
murmur apolo- 
gies? Do you pun- 
ish the child then 
and there? Ordo 
you pretend not to 
notice the incident 
and attempt to 
“cover it up”? 


Unnecessary Humiliation 


A disobedient child is a constant source 
of trouble and humiliation. Yet all this 
worry, all this embarrassment, is now 
unnecessary. 

Now you need no longer worry about the 
behavior of your children. No matter how 
lively they may be, no matter how mis- 
chiev ous, you can easily give them a simple 
training which will make them courteous, 
truthful and obedient—a source of pride 
and joy, instead of embarrassment and 
humiliation. No longer need you be 
constantly worried when visitors call, for 
fear your child will ‘‘act up”’ or misbehave. 
With a wonderful new method of home 
training you can have perfect confidence 
that your child will behave without constant 
supervision, constant watching. 


Aiding Parents 


This entirely new and different method 
of child training has been evolved by 
Professor Ray C. Beery, A. B., M. A. 
(Harvard and Columbia). After years of 
scientific research and practical experience 
in child training, Professor Beery has 
formed the Parents Association to aid 
parents in the proper training of their 
children. Today the Parents Association 
is bringing a great constructive help to 
40,000 members in training children to have 
sturdy health of body, fineness of mind and 
nobility of character. 

This great movement will bring you the 
help you so badly need. It will show you 
how to win the child’s complete confidence 


front of visitors? Should 
this child be punished? 


— Ks 
child onal oT in A disobedient child is a When your child 
constant source 
ble and humiliasion. 


—how to make him all that you have ever 
wished him to be—whether he is still in 
the cradle or is eighteen years old. 


Correcting Mistakes 


It tells you how to correct mistakes of 
early training—how to suppress temper in 
children without punishment—how to dis- 
courage the“ why” 
habit in regard to 
commands. 

This new sys- 
tem does not deal 
in generalities. It 
shows by concrete 
illustration ex- 
actly how to over- 
come every dis- 
habit, 

every doubtful 
trait. And best of all, this new method is 
not difficult to apply—it is simplicity itself. 


Interesting Book FREE 


We have prepared a booklet, ‘‘New 
Methods in Child Training,” which tells 
about the new methods discovered by 
Professor Beery and describes the work 
of the Association. We shall be glad to 
send you this book absolutely free. It 
will tell you some facts about child 
training which you never dreamed of 
before. 

This book will be promptly mailed to 
you upon receipt of the coupon or a post 
card. Send for it now. The future of 
your child—his character, his person- 
ality, his success—all depend on the type 
of training you give him now. The 
Parents Association method is un- 
doubtedly the most scientific and 
authoritative system ever prepared. 


— SARENTS AssOCtAT Es 
Pleasant Hill, Ohio 


of trou- “acts up,” do you agreeable 
conquer or does he? 


THE PARENTS ASSOCIATION, 
Dept. 9610, Pleasant Hill, Ohie 
send me your booklet, “New Methods in 


information about the Parents 
charge. This does not obligate 
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One day a strange-looking man, carrying a 
camera and leading a much dressed but rather 
unwilling goat, came to the neighborhood to take 
pictures. A crowd soon gathered around him— 


JUST LIKE THIS 






’ n 
\ i ge neem 


The boys were all clamoring to be the “‘first 
The man gave the honor to Pudgy and Stubby 
because they didn't push. They felt very impor- 
tant as they looked pleasant— 


Red seemed to think they looked entirely too 
pleasant, so he gave the goat's tail a jerk which is 
enough to make any goat go “straight up in the 


air — 
JUST LIKE THIS 
> 





WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY BESS DEVINE JEWELL 





Billy was seeing “red” now and Red was ex- 
pecting any minute to be seeing “stars” but, 
cheered on by “Go it, Red” and “Ray for Red,” 
he kept ahead of the goat— 


JUST LIKE THIS 






Pudgy was having a great thrill While running 
Red dropped his hat. The goat stopped suddenly 
to eat it and Pudgy was thrown head first onto the 


grass— 
JUST LIKE THIS 


——e- iastaeciee goalie tabaetariaia sci cotta coonin eines 
ae 
i KEEP OFF 

5 , THE 
i 


Gea 
After the excited man recovered his goat he 
tied it to a tree and told the boys to sit on the 
steps. “You keeds make’a de monkey biz wit'a 
my goat. I take you— 

JUSTA LIKE DEESA” 


—_— 
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BUTTERNUTS AND BONFIRES 


(Continued from page 596) 


of the race didn’t say where you were to find them.” 

“But as long as we know who gathered those 
nuts,” said Father, “‘and as long as he’ll need them 
this winter a good deal more than we shall, we’d 
better go up tomorrow and return them.” 

“Whose are they?” said Dolly. She had stopped 
crying now, and was feeling much happier. “‘Isn’t 
it our pasture?”’ 

“Yes,” said Father, ‘it’s ours. But Mr. Owl and 
the Chickadee family and Molly Cottontail and 
Reddy Squirrel have used it so long that I guess 
they have their rights up there, too. Those were 
Reddy’s nuts. He hid them there near the trees, 
and as he has time he’ll move them one by one to 
a safer storehouse. And when he gets hungry 
during the gathering or the moving, he hops up on 
that flat rock and cracks a lunch for himself. I’ve 
caught him at it more than once.” 

“Oh!” said Dolly. “I s’posed it was boys. Of 
course I wouldn’t touch Reddy’s nuts!” 

“It was all a mistake,” said Dick. “Throw it 
in the fire and burn it. And then I must put on more 
wood. That’s my job.” 

“Whose job is it to start supper?’’ asked Father. 
‘*T’m hungry.” 

Higher up the hill you could see Harriet’s fire 
blazing. Andy’s and Polish Marie’s flamed on their 
hills. Jack Thompson had put red powder on his, 
so down at the Corners a crimson glow flared out 
below the dark woods. 

“Lots of new starts around here,”’ said Dick. 

Dolly didn’t say anything, but she squeezed 
Mother’s hand hard, because she was so happy. A 
real new start gives you such a good feeling! 


WO 
ON HALLOWEEN 


MYRTLE J. TRACHSEL 


ON’T you be frightened, Dollie dear, 
If strange noises you should hear 
On Halloween; 
For ghosts and goblins and all of that clan, 
And witches in black, all over the land 
Are sure to be seen. 


They make big eyes and run about 

Just to frighten wee dolls, no doubt; 
I think it’s mean. 

But go to sleep and never fear, 

Your loving mother watches near 
On Halloween. 
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in Cveryones Lite 
MA. 


HEN you look into the mirror, and realize that your face 

is no longer young... . or when at the end of a difficult 
day you sink down exhausted as never before . . . . it'is then you 
realize the fading of youth—a moment that comes once in every- 
one’s life. 


The shame is that with so many this moment comes so early! 
There is no real reason why it should. 


Py getting sufficient sleep—by regular outdoor exercise— 
by wise diet—thousands preserve the beauty of youth to the 
very threshold of old age. And “wise diet” means eliminating all 
drug stimulants—even those which seem the least harmful. The 
use of such a stimulant as caffein is a direct step toward sleep- 
lessness, taut nerves, indigestion—all those “trivial” ills which 
so speedily bring age. 

In 2,000,0C0 American homes people enjoy all the benefits 
and pleasure of a hot mealtime drink without a trace of caffein by 
drinking Postum. For Postum is all wheat—whole wheat and 
bran, roasted. It is easy to prepare—and costs much less than 
most other hot drinks! 


Every member of the family can enjoy this drink together. 
Children are particularly benefited by Instant Postum, made 
instantly in the cup with hot milk instead of boiling water. They 
love the flavor immediately. 

Try Postum for thirty days. We will give you the first week’s 
supply, free—and have Carrie Blanchard, famous food demon- 
strator, send her own directions for preparing it! 


Carrie Blanchard’s Offer 


“I want you to try Postum for thirty days. I want to send you your first 
week’s supply, free—and my own directions for preparing Postum in the most 
delicious way. 


“Will you give me vour name and address? Tell me which kind you prefer 
—Instant Postum or Postum Cereal (the kind you boil).” 


FREE—MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! Sans eines 


C.L. 10-24 
Postum Cereat Co., Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. . 


I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send me, without cost or 
obligation, the first week’s supply of 


Instant Postum...... 


0 ; 
Postum CerFaL...... o Cap eat se gears 


I iatneihAiieahinieini 


Street 





In Canada, address Cans p1an Postum Cerezat Co., Ltd., 
> Front St., East, Toronto, Ontario 


eecewenceecscencccccccsecenscnccessccscescscencscceseseascesscccscessssesescenecsccconscssnacssesescsseecosesssoesseoes* 













American 
Brotherhood 


“We really should 
havea feeling of brother- 
hood toward all Ameri- 
cans,’’ said David, 
“no matter how new 
they are. All of us 
are either immigrants 
or grandchildren of 
immigrants.” 

“* All except the Indians,’ amended 
Elizabeth. 

“We certainly should feel brotherly 
toward them,” said Miriam. 

With the help of Miss Bradley, 
their counselor, the members of the 
Good Citizens’ League were planning 
their October program. They had 
already decided to have papers at the 
next meeting about the coming of 
our ancestors to America—how the 
English had been the first to come 
in large numbers; how French Hugue- 
nots, Swedes, Germans, bands of 
Scotch-Irish and the Dutch were also 
among the early settlers; how the 
German and Scandinavian immigra- 
tion has increased between 1820 and 
1885; how most of the new Americans, 
since 1885, had been coming from 
southeastern Europe. 

At another October meeting they 
were to talk about great immigrants 
like Carl Schurz, Louis Agassiz, 
Robert Owen, Joseph Pulitzer, Jacob 
Riis and John Muir and the help 
that they had been to the land of 
their adoption. A member of the 
town board had promised to tell 
them about some of the things that 
were being done to Americanize the 
thousands of immigrants coming to 
our country every year and about the 
ways in which a native American 
child could help. 

Best of all, the members of the 


everybody besides yourself. 


CHILD LaFE 


Good Citizens’ Leagu 


Responsibility. 


I live in“one of the best countries in the world and wish to do all I can to 
make it better. 


PLEDGE: Every day I will do at least one thing to show that I am a good citizen. 


Message to CHILD LIFE Good Citizens 
From WILLIAM McANDREW 


Superintendent of Chicago Schools 


None of you are too young to remember that your food, your 
drink, your clothes, your enjoyment, is given you mostly: by 
When do you think you should 
begin paying back? You can help somebody everyday—NOW— 
Why not? 





A GOOD CITIZEN 
AMERICAN BROTHERHOOD 


1. | read about Theodore Roosevelt. 

2. tread about some other hero on the list. 

3. 1 learned some facts about an Indian 
reservation in the West. 

4. | learned the name of a great foreigner 
who helped the United States and the main 
facts about his life. 

- | gave an American flag to a foreigner. 

6. | helped a new American with his 
lessons. 

7. L explained to a new American what the 
policeman does for us. 

8. | explained the rules of our school to 
anew American. 

: 9. 1 told a new American about our traffic 
a 


ws. 
10. § showed a new American how to play 


11. | told a foreigner how to become a citi- 
zen of the United States. 

12. old a mew American where he could 
learn English. 

1 helped a new American find his way 
in a strange community. 

14. | asked the other children not to laugh 
at a strange child. 

15. 1 teld a new American the story of the 
origin of our flag. 

16. | learned about the coming of my an- 
cestors to America. 

17. | learned a few facts about Ellis Island. 

18. | learmed how the Negroes came to 
America. 

19. | read the thirteenth amendment te 
the Constitution of the United States. 

20. I learned a folk song. 

1. | read the Constitution aloud with 

other children. 

22. | read about an Indian who helped the 
early settlers. 

23. | learned how the American mountain- 
eers live. 

24. lt learned howAmerican lumbermen live. 

25. | contributed to a worthy American 
philantrophic cause. 


An Honor Point is awarded for each day a 
ood citizenship deed is recorded. The monthly 
Ffonor Roll lists the names of those who earn 
twenty-five or more points, and there is a prize 
for members who earn 250 points during twelve 
consecutive months. Other good deeds may be 
substituted for those suggested above, and the 
best original activities are published and 
awarded extra points. Write your name, age 
and address at the top of a blank sheet of 
paper; then each day you can record the date 
and your deed or deeds for that day. Send 
your October list of good deeds in time to reach 
us by November sth, if you want to see your 
names on the Honor Roll. 











Good Citizens’ League 
were to give an Ameri- 
canization party for 
some of the new Ameri- 
cans in their town on 
the birthday of Theo- 
dore Roosevelt, October 
27. The children were 
certain that no finer 
American hero could 
be found to hold up as 
a model to these immigrant children, 
and so it was decided. There were 
to be small American flags for favors 
and a big flag as a prize for the guest 
who knew the most about American 
history. Each foreign child would 
be asked to sing one of the folk songs 
of his country, and the party would 
end with the singing of American 
patriotic airs. 

“Then at one meeting,’’ Miss 
Bradley promised, “‘I’ll tell you about 
my visit to an Indian reservation. 
I’ll bring my collection of Indian 
records and we can have an Indian 
musical recital on the phonograph.”’ 

“Oh, may we wear Indian cos- 
tumes?”’ begged David. “I know it 
would make us feel more brotherly 
toward the Indians if we did.” 

And it must have made them feel 
more brotherly, too, for during the 
next month the members of the G. C. 
L. sent several scrapbooks to the chil- 
dren of an Indian reservation in the 
West. 


Great Birthdays in October 


John Adams—October 19, 1735 
Cervantes—October 9, 1547 
Rutherford Birchard Hayes—Octo- 
ber 4, 1822 

John Keats—October 29, 1795. 
Franz Liszt—October 22, 1811 

Jean Francois Millett—October 4, 
1814 


October, 1924 


William Penn—October 14, 1644 
Theodore Roosevelt—October 27, 
1858 


League Membership 


Any boy or girl who is a reader of 
Cuitp LirFE may become a member 
of the league and, upon application, 
giving his name, age and address, 
will receive a membership pin. We 
shall be glad to help you start a 
branch league among your friends or 
among the pupils in your room at 
school and shall mail pins for the 
boys and girls whose names, ages 
and addresses you send us. Address 
all inquiries to Frances Cavanah, 
manager, Cuitp Lire Good Citi- 
zens’ League, 536 S. Clark St., 
Chicago, IIl. 


Message From Wilson L. Gill 


In the November issue of CHILD 
Lire Mr. Wilson L. Gill, president 
of the American Patriotic League 
and well-known inventor of the 
School Republic, will have a message 
for the members of the Good Citizens’ 
League, their teachers and _ their 
other grown-up friends. 


Best Original Activities for July 


Ten Additional Honor Points were 
awarded for each of the following activities: 


I took a small child away from a horse’s 
heels.—Edith Roys, Chinook, Mont. 


I sent some flowers to a hospital to be 
given to those who had none.—Janette 
Spaulding, Villa Ridge, Ill. 


I finished my bird house and put it up 
in our apricot tree for the little birds.— 
Walter Victor Shay, Los Angeles, Calif. 


I taught a girl how to sew.—Matilda 
Struogis, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Good Citizens’ League Honor Roll 


The following members earned twenty- 
five or more points during July: 


Donald Anderson, Jr. June Kremer 
Evelyn Anderson Genevieve Lewis 
Mary Eloise Anderson A Louise Mehring 
Dorothy Dunhaupt Eleanore Morrow 
Jeanette Duncan Margaret M. Priest 
Eugene Henry Frambach Edith Roys 
Barbara Hall Walter Victor Shay 
Miriam Hall Janette Spaulding 
Mary Elizabeth Harllee Matilda Struogis 
Charlotte Yeiter 


Honor Roll of States 


North Dakota holds first place among 
the states for Honor Points won by its 
members during July, while New York 
and Iinois tie for second place. 


Let me come 
and play 


with you 


I Can Talk 
I Can Walk 


| Won't 
Break 


, . 

Wouldn’t you like to have me for your 

I am twenty inches tall—so tall that I can see right 
very OWN? over the seat of a chair! If you hold my hands I can 
really walk! I can call ‘‘Mamma” to you! You can take off all my clothes, 
even my patent leather slippers and short socks, and put me to bed and I 
will go to sleep! My hair is bobbed just like yours and I have an organdie 
bonnet, trimmed with lace, which matches my dress. I can stand all kinds of 
bumps, and just won’t break at all! 


YOU WILL LOVE TO BE 
MY MAMA 


You can have me for your own—with no 

Tell the mothers of your friends about CHILD LIFE. 
cost to you. = Take this copy and show them “History Hall,” “Just 
Like This,” “*Good Citizens’ League,” and “Joy Givers Club.” Tell them 
how much you enjoy the stories and how much fun you have with the cut- 
outs and how you love the contest ‘‘Who’s Who in the Zoo.” They will see 
how much it would mean for their boys and girls to have Cartp Lire. Mother 
will be glad to help you to get the subscriptions, too. 


Send just four yearly subscriptions other than your own to the Doll Lady 
with the $12.00 you collected for them and I will come to you by parcel post 
on the very next mail. 


SEND THIS TO THE DOLL LADY 


DOLL LADY, c/o CHILD LIFE, 


536 South Clark Street, Chicago, Illinois 


Tell me how I can get a doll for my very own and send me order blanks right away. 
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YOUR DRESS AND DOLLY’S 


Designed by CHIQUET. With Patterns. 





te is Billy, the youngest paper-doll member of the Joy 
Givers’ Club. He has promised to make you happy by 
sitting very still while you try on his new clothes. It is a great 
favor, for ordinarily he is wiggly and likes to pull hair. 

First, is his cold-feet gown. When he wears it his feet are 
never cold at night. It looks cunning too, made of outing 
flannel and button-hole stitched around the neck, sleeves, and 
turned-back hem. 

Next, is his party dress, all in one piece with little gathers 
around the neck. Fortunately, he is not old enough to know 
these are bows his mother has used for trimming, or he might 
think they were too girlish and pull them off. 


Then his Barrie coat and bonnet with tiny for-get-me-nor 
embroidery! As if anyone could possibly forget a baby dressed 
in them! In addition to these little garments there are ten 
other patterns in outfit No. 3112 —a cloak, carriage robe, bath- 
robe, slip, shirt, baby panties, pinning blanket, bib, booties, and 
band. Everything in it gives real joy to both Billy and his 
mother. This outfit comes in one size only. 

Patterns complete, 20 cents. 

We are always delighted to answer any questions Mother may 
care to ask, if she will send a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to CHILD LIFE Pattern Department, care Rand M¢Nally & 
Company, 536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 
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BIRDS_THAT FLY 


the BLUE BIRD 
By PercyPierce 


TOMAKE BIRD 
LOOP, HOLD AS 
FIG.3 AND GIVE 
STRONG, STEADY 


RETURN, TILT 
IT OVER TO ONE 
SIDE, WHEN LAUNCHING 


La eet 





DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING AND FLYING THE BIRDS 


UT out carefully the bird, the bird’s head and the parts A, B, C, AA and 

AB, following the black lines, being sure not to tear the paper. 

From a piece of cardboard, about the thickness of a writing tablet back, 
cut out three pieces like patterns A, B, and C. These are used to reinforce 
the front edges of the wings and stiffen the head and also to give the bird 
the proper balance to fly. 

Paste the ans piece of cardboard A down over the front edge AA and 
AB shown on the bird. When this is dry fold the bird down along the center 
dotted line, bending the cardboard with care, so as not to break it. Then 

the wings outward along the dotted lines to a horizontal position. 

Paste the square end of the cardboard C and slip it into the front end of 
the bird's body and hold together while the cardboard B is pasted in position 
oe of the loner piece A directly in the center as shown by Figure 1, like 
a bridge. 

When these are dry, paste the underside of the-flaps AA and AB down 





in their respective places over the cardboard A so the toothed edges project 
out in front. These edges are then turned under and pasted up against the 
underside of the wings, like Figure 2. Make sure they thoroughly stick to 
each wing Now e the inside of the heads and slip them 2 on each side 
of the cardboard C. flush with the edges and up snugly against the bird's body 

The bird is now finished and should look like Figure 3. 

Be sure both wings are even, as the bird will not fly straight if one wing is 
turned up and the other down. 

Hold the bird underneath at the front, between the thumb and forefinger. 
with the head pointing slightly downward, and then give a steady push, 
letting go at the same time. If it dives, bend the tail planes ee slightly 
at the rear edges If it turns to one side, bend the rear edge of wing on the 
opposite side to which it turned, upward. 

This bird will do more than a live bird, because, it will loop and come back 
to you and will also do all sorts of flips 



































“Little puppies Pekingese 
Which would you like best of these? 
All, attention, if you please, 

Sun Dogs of ancient Chinese.” 
$35 and up, photos from 


MRS. G. KRAEMER 
2269-A Metropolitan Ave., Middle Village, L. 1. 









END FOR YOUR COPY. 

Two hundred page illus- 
trated dog book about world’s 
largest kennels and its famous 
strain of Oorang Airedales 
specially trained as companions, 
watch-dogs, automobile guards, stock 
drivers, hunters, retrievers. Ten cents 
postage brings book with price lists of 
trained dogs, puppies, supplies, feeds, 
medicines, etc. 


OORANG KENNELS 
Box 64, LA RUE, OHIO 









CHILD LIFE 





CHILD LIFE 


Dog Stories 


SNAPPY 


HAVE a little dog named 


Snappy, 
He is always happy, 


He likes to run and jump 
And met me with a bump. 


RONALD AMUNDSON 
Los Angeles, California 


MY PUPPY 
HAVE aa little puppy, 


His name is Nig, 
He drinks lots of milk. 
And is as fat as a pig. 







Age 9 














He wags his tail 
And winks one eye 
As if to say 
I'll drink milk till I die. 
















‘‘Strong Heart”’ Police Dogs 


“Character plus Appearance.” 
You can pay more but you can't 
get a better dog. 


UN BEAM FARM 


TRONG HEART KENNELS 
East Pike, New Brunswick,N.J. 





ELIZABETH SANDERS 
Age 7 Hubert, N. C. 


AN AIREDALE 


T’S about my dog to you I 
am reporting, 
This little dog is self-support- 



















CHOW CHOW PUPPY 


“The Only Live Teddy Bear” 
An all year delight. The dest pet of all 
for children. 





Send for Pictures and Information 


WAVING WILLOW KENNELS 
Grand Ave. 


Rappo v.d. Kriminalpolize i 
A K C 334026 §=8Z 72782 


Sturdy northern stock with over thirty 
champions and grand champions in pedigree. 


VAN DEN NORDEN KENNELS 
Ashland, Wisconsin 





ing. 
To the restaurant she goes for 
meat 
And carries it home to her 
plate to eat, 
Her sack she carries to the door 
And places it gently on the 
floor. 
EDWIN SCOTT 


Age 8 St. Johns, Mich. 





CHILD LIFE wants each of 
its little readers to have the 
companionship of a dog and 
will be only too glad to answer 
any inquiries pertaining to the 
selection of one of these loyal 
pets for yourhousehold. Just 
write to CHILD LIFE, Dog 
Department, 536 S. Clark 
Street, Chicago, Illinois. 
























PEKINGESE 


This Is Me 

I may be little and sotcand plump, 

But my heart is big and true. 

My mistress says now I'm quite big 
enough 

To leave my dear mother—for you. 












Write at once for descriptions and 
pictures from the largest and best 
appointed kennels in the World. 

$25 up 


MRS. HARRIE A. BAXTER 
Telephone Caledonia 6160 
Great Neck, Long Island, or 
347 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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What makes Molly so 
happy? I'’msure you 
don’t have to be told, 
for those two collie 
puppies answer the 
uestion. They came 
rom 


SUNNYBRAE 
COLLIE KENNELS 
Bloomington, Iil. 


Why don’t you write to Sunnybrae? They have 
fine collie puppies like these at reasonable 
prices. Buy a collie and you will be sure that 
you are getting the best kind of a playmate. 
Mr. F. R. Clarke, owner of the kennels, has 
written a book on Dog Training, which he 
will send to you for 35c. He would be glad to 
teceive a letter from you. 














































'| Russian Wolfhound Puppies 


Bred from the very best imported 
strains. Puppies ready for shipment. 


Prices Reasonable 
ARKANSAS VALLEY KENNELS 


Dept. A-1 
D. C. Davis, Prop. Cimarron, Kan. 





WHITE COLLIE PUPPIES 


| Beautiful, sturdy, country-bred. Ready 
| for delivery. Sired by Janchowsky’s 
| Rex. $10, $15, $20. 







MRS. ELIZABETH BOUTWELL 
R 14, Valley Park, Mo. 


































GERMAN POLICE DOGS 
and Pups for Sale 


| 

| 

Buy a puppy and make the children happy. 
| Write for price list. 

| 


Cc. N. WILLARD 
Mt. View Kennel Middleville, N. Y. 


COLLIES 


Safest dog tor children. 





Champion-Bred 
POLICE DOGS 


FOR SALE—A few puppies 
from a mating in which the best 
| champion blood lines of Ger- 
many, Austria and Holland are 
represented. 


Write today for full descriptive 
circular 


HELLO KENNELS 
Chattanooga 





HIGHNOON WHITE COLLIES 
are ideal playmates for children and what 
better companion could a child have. Strong, 


healthy, vigorous, beautiful. 
Just drop a note to— 


THE HIGHNOON 


WHITE COLLIE KENNELS 
1619 Glenwood Ave. Youngstown, O. 
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CLUB MOTTO: 
The only joy I keep is what I give away 


Since children are the real Joy Givers, CHILD LIFE is providing them with the Joy Givers’ Club. 

The purpose of this Club is to give joy to the readers of CHILD LIFE and to encourage expression 
in its members. . 

Any reader of CHILD LIFE of twelve years of age or under may become a member of this club 
whether a regular subscriber or not. 

This départment is composed of original creations by the children themselves. 

Short joy-giving contributions in prose, verse, or jingle are welcome. Well illustrated stories are 
especially desired. All drawings should be done on white unruled paper. 

The contributions must be original and be the work of children of twelve and under. 

If you know ways to give joy to others, write about it in story form, and send your story to CHILD 
LIFE. Miss Waldo will give your letters and contributions personal attention. No manuscripts can 
be returned. 

For Joy Givers’ Club membership cards write to 

ROSE WALDO, Editor 


CARE OF RAND MCNALLY & COMPANY 5360 S. CLARK STREET CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 





Dear Joy Givers’ Club: 

] AM an eight-year-old, named 
Jean, 

I like to read your magazine. 

I've been buying it at the store, 

But not going to do that any more. 

My mother says it is so good 

That she’s decided that she would | 

Send a check this very day 

To the Editor and would say: 


“Send CHILD LIFE to Jean—don't 
fail, 

She'll enjoy it more by mail.” 

Now my picture I will send 

So you'll know me as a friend. 


JEAN ASTON 
Age 8 Anna, Ill. 





OCTOBER 


N the bright October, 
The trees are turning brown, 
The birds are flying southward 
And the leaves are falling down. 


The big golden sun shines 
Upon the children gay, 
And all the world is happy 
On this October day. 


GERTRUDE SMUCKLER 
Age 10 years Revere, Mass. 


HALLOWEEN 


HALLOWEEN is full of scare, 
Spooky things are everywhere, 


Dear CHILD LIFE: 
] DO like you so. “Dizzy Lizzie” + 


I wrote today. And then they store them all away. 


Age 9 


JEAN ASTON Here's a goblin, here's a ghost, 
Scary parties I like most, 
HE leaves are falling every day. Gates and doormats hanging high, 


: ; The little squirrels are out to And soapy window panes are nigh. 
is the best story I have ever read. play. Ot Jatcotadiiies ? tting there, 
I am sending a little poem that They gather all the acorns up My, you gave me an awful scare! 


WILLIAM ESTLER 
Barboursville, W. Va. 


MIRIAM CONVERSE JOHNSON FRANCES BRITTON 
Aberdeen, N. C.- Age 10 years Mt. View, Calif. 
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Red -Riding- Hoods 
Keep Children Dry 


HESE new Red-Riding- 

Hoods are of pure live 
rubber in the prettiest colors 
—red, blue, green, grey,— 
some with contrasting trim- 
mings. 


They may be folded away 
in a compact little case easily 
slipped into a school bag or 
mother’s hand bag. 


The rubber is very strong 
and completely waterproof, 
of course. Ask for Kleinert’s 
Red-Riding-Hood in sizes 3- 
4-6-8-10 or 12. 


Mattress Protection 


Kleinert’s pure gum crib 
sheets are guaranteed proof 
against water and acids. 

They are equipped with 
grommets at the corners so 
they may be fastened 
smoothly and securely over 
the mattress. 


I. B. KLEINERT RUBBER CO. 
485 Fifth Ave., New York 
Cor. 41st St.—opp. the Library 


E + 
REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


Be sure to ask for the genuine 
Kleinert’s Jiffy Baby Pants 





CHILD LIFE 





FAIR SAILS 


AIR sails on a far-off sea, 
How glistening white you are! 
Yet at harbor, dull and gray, 


Not the least bit white and gay, | 


As you appear so far away. 


WENDY HARLAN 


Age 11 years Seattle, Wash. 


A PUMPKIN 


A PUMPKIN is a jolly old fellow, 
He is as orange as can be. : 

Oh! I wish I were a pumpkin, 

To have a light in me! 


BERTHA AUGUST 


Age 9 years Revere, Mass. 


RANCH LIFE 


LIVE in the country, in South 

Dakota, Meade County, and the 
name of our ranch is “River Route 
Ranch.” In spite of inconveniences 
we often have very good times to- 
gether and exciting times, too. 
I live on the river, the Belle Fouche, 
and am only about one-fifth of a 
mile from school, so it is not hard 
for me to get there at all. The 
other day, when a friend and I got 
to school there was no sign of the 
three Arneson’s. ,When at last 
they did come they said that the 
horse had sat down in the river and 
the two little boys who sat behind 
went off in the river and of course 
got soaked and they had to change 
clothes and also had to wear their 
mother’s shoes, and oh! didn't they 
look funny! But of course we didn't 
laugh at them, because it wasn't 
their fault. The weather has been 
wonderful until now and the river 
just froze over. That was what 
made the horse sit down. The mid- 
dle part was frozen and the sides 
weren't and the horse didn't want 
to go into the ice. The river often 
floods and once we were caught 
over on the other side of the 
river and didn't get home for three 
days. 

BEATRICE PRESTON 


Age 10 Dalzell, S. Dak. 
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Wonder: 
alam 
Games 


for Children / 


All boys and girls like Strategy. It 
is exciting because of many surprises 
at critical moments, and interesting 
because it requires judgment, skill and 
chance. The game is played on an 
indestructible metal board, 1614 inches 
square, with 24 miniature men, I2 to a 
side, which are moved across the board. 
Spinning dials indicate the moves to be 
made. The rules are simple, but true 
strategy is necessary to win. The 
reverse side of the board contains a 
checker board and this game can also 
be played with the 24 men. It is really 
two games in one! 

Strategy is sold wherever good games 
and toys are found. Ask for it by name 
—STRATEGY. If you cannot find it 
we will send the complete game, postpaid, 
for $1.00. (West of Denver, Colo., and 
outside of the United States, $1.25.) 


FROM two to six children can play 
this game at the same time. Six 
miniature automobiles, each named for 
a famous car, race round the track, 
The first car round wins the race. Spin- 
ning dials indicate the moves. Regular 
motor race hazards such as “‘tire trouble,” 
“out of gasoline,” and “collision” make 
the play more exciting. The board is 
indestructible metal, 1644 inches square, 
beautifully decorated in colors and with 
a —— checker board on the reverse 
side. 

The Motor Race is sold wherever good 
ames and toys are found. Ask for it 
y name—MOTOR RACE. If you 

cannot find it we will send the complete 
game, postpaid, for $1.00. (West of 
Denver, Colo., and outside of the United 
States, $1.25.) Send all orders to New 
York addcess given below. 


Please All Girls and Boys! 


There are many new and unusual “Sandy 
Andy" Toys and Games for children made by 
WOLVERINE SUPPLY & MFG. CO. 
Makers of “Sandy Andy” Toys at Pa. 
Send orders to Wolverine Supply & Mfg. Co., Room 
406, 200 Fifth Ave.. New York City. Write for 


free descriptive circular of all ‘Sandy Andy" Toys. 
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Smallest hose supporters 
made, but quite an important 
member of the 


Lt fiijy 


family. Silk 18c, lisle 12c pair. 

you cannot obtain from your seine 
write the makers, George Frost 
Company, Boston, who also make 


Boston Garters for men and Velvet 


Grip “Pin-Ons’ and ‘‘Sew-Ons”’ 
for all the family— 


And 


for 
brother, 
sister, 
mother, 
too— 


It is important that you ask for 
Velvet Grip because they keep 
stockings taut without tearing or 
turning because they have 


The 
Oblong 
Rubber 
Button 


eP Luis 


Hose Supporters 
for All the Family 


Joy Givers Club 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


HIS picture was taken at 

Christmas and everybody was 
having such a good time they could 
hardly stand still to have their 
pictures taken. I am ten years 
old and I am in the fifth grade. I 
like the Joy Givers’ Club and 
would like to be a member. I hope 
you will publish my letter. And if 
you like my picture I hope you will 
publish it. 

Lovingly, 
JULIA TAYLOR 


Age 10 years Suffolk, Va. 


JULIA TAYLOR AND FRIENDS 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


AM a subscriber of CHILD LIFE 

and enjoy it very much. I am 
sending you an original poem which 
I hope you can print in CHILD LIFE 
for me. 

Sincerely yours, 
DOROTHY-ANNE WINTER 
St. Paul, Minn. 


AUTUMN 


HE trees have changed their 
color, 
And the leaves are falling fast, 
The birds have left their nests 
For the summer days are past. 


Winter soon will come, 

With frost and feathery snow, 
Then summer will come again, 
For winter has to go. 


DOROTHY-ANNE WINTER 
St. Paul, Minn. 


What to Look for 
In Children’s Shoes 


1. Comfortable Fit 


Shoes that conform to the shape of the 
child's foot will fit easily. Acrobat Shoes, 
made on “Nature” lasts, KEEP children's 
feet as Nature made them. No tacks or 
nails in Acrobats, and the insoles cannot 
wrinkle, curl or come loose. 


2. Long Wear 


Because of Acrobat patented ‘Double 
Welt” construction, which locks together 
the uppers and soles with triple stitching, 
they wear months longer than other shoes. 
They are rip-PROOF, practically water- 
tight, and extremely flexible. Try a pair for 
school and you will never buy any other 
shoes for your child. 


3. Good Appearance 


Fine workmanship and superior materials 
give Acrobats a splendid lasting finish. 
Acrobats keep their shape even when resoled. 


are made for babies, boys, girls and young 
women in a pleasing variety of styles. Look 
for the name on the sole. 


THE NORMAL ‘THE ACROBAT 
FOOTOFACHILD SHOE FITS IT 


Mother, if you would like valuable pointers 
on the care of your child's feet, how to 
KNOW when shoes are properly fitted, and 
what to avoid, send today for this booklet 
“Keep Your Child’s Feet Happy,” and 
name of nearest Acrobat dealer. 


Shaft-Pierce 
Shoe Company 
530 3rd Street 
Faribault, Minn. 
Specialists in 
Children’s Good 
Shoes Since 1892 

























































Boys ! 


This new IVES 
train No 600: is 
d wonder > 15% 

















HEN you see it you will be 

astonished that such a large, 
fine train, operating on No. 2} 
Gauge Track, can be sold for such 
a reasonable price. It represents 
a new value in miniature railroad 
outfits. 

There are many splendid new 
features in the 1924 Ives Railway 
Lines. Foremost among them is 
the wonderful Ives electrically- 
reversing locomotive. 

You can stop this new Ives electric 
marvel, running at express speed, and then 
reverse it by means of the control switch 
located away from the track. It’s the 


only toy locomotive in the world that 
reverses electrically. 


Train No. 690 R $19.50 


This train is the same in every respect 
as No. 690, but the locomotive is equipped 
with reversing motor described above. It 
has no equal! 


IVES TOYS 
make happy boys 


Mail coupon below for book describing 
and illustrating the Ives mechanical and 
electric trains for boys of all ages, and at 

ces ranging from $1.50 to $50.00. Toy, 
Rardware and department stores sell Ives 

rains 


THE IVES MANUFACTURING 
CORPORATION 




































































































































































191 Holland Avenue 
Bridgeport, Conn. 


IVES 


pero 


T RAINS 


The ives Manufacturing Corperation 
191 Holland Ave., Bridgeport, Conn. 


Please mail me your 32-page railroad book 
illustrated in colors, y Showing complete line 

| of Ives Trains, Locomotives, new oe. and 
Accessories. I enclose 10 cents (U.S. stamps 









































Dear Miss Waldo: 





CHILD LIFE 


E are two boys and a little sis- 

ter who surely do like the 
CHILD LIFE. We buy it every 
month. We moved from Pennsyl- 
vania in May and started with a 
brand new CHILD LIFE to read 
on the way. Before we had finished 
we lost it and bought another May 
copy in Louisville, Ky. 

We want the readers to know 
about our vehicle. Am _ sending 
picture of all of us on it. It has a 
driving wheel and gear and two can 
ride on the seat and there's a box 
for packages under the seat. In 
this picture it is decorated for 
Fourth of July. Our sister is named 
Muriel. We hope you publish our 
picture and letter. 


BOBBY AND RALPH DANIEL 


Ralph 81% years Jasper, Ala. 
Muriel 7 years 
Bobby 10% years 


Mothers 
Are 


Earning 
Money 


OES the family income 

provide for the finer social 

and educational needs of your 
home and children? 

CHILD LIFE has given many 
mothers the opportunity of 
earning extra money without 
taking them away from the 
home. In this way, children 
have been given the educational 
and social advantages, which 
means so much in their devel- 
opment. 

Let us tell you about our 
splendid plan, whereby you 
can make use of your spare 
time—even though you may 
have very little—to earn addi- 
tional money, which will take 
care of the many things your 
family budget does not cover. 

One mother in Wyoming, 
who has four small children, 
has given her spare time to 
CHILD LIFE. As a result she 
earned $122.40 during one 
month. You can do as well or 
even better, especially now, as 
the subscription season is just 
beginning. It all depends on 
you and how you use your 
spare time. 

Fill out and return the at- 
tached coupon and we will tell 
you in detail about the digni- 
fied CHILD LIFE plan for earn- 





MURIEL, ROBERT AND RALPH DANIEL 


AUTUMN TIME 


HEN Autumn time comes, 
And red and yellow leaves 
Fall from the trees, 
The little children wear 
Bands of leaves around their hair. 
The children look like little fairies 


ing money. 
Dancing in their autumn dresses of 
leaves. [- — KEY TO MORE MONEY — 
They play here and there in the CHILD LIFE 
b 536 South Clark Street 
reeze. Chicago, Il. 


They play until the red and yellow 
leaves are swept away, 
And their merry time is over at the 


Gentlemen: 
I wish to know how to use my spare time 
to earn extra money. 


closing of the day. Wad Eee Tene eaes seats 
ea iS 55-0 es ee be a ea eee te 
ELIZABETH ALICE HOWARD 
ns eon es Pe s2 9 cede 


Age 8 years Georgetown, Tex. 
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Dear Miss Waldo: 


READ your CHILD LIFE and 

enjoy it very much. I am a 
little mountain girl and live in a 
small town. I haven't any brothers 
and sisters and would like to hear 
from any little girl in the United 
States. I also want to become a 
Joy Giver, for I have been reading 
of the members’ kind deeds. 


RUTH F. JETT 


Age 11 Appalachia, Va. 


A WITCH THAT 
CHANGED 


ONG ago when fairies and witches 
lived, there was a very bad 
witch whom everyone called Sulky. 
She would try to undo all the good 
that the fairies would do. But one 
little fairy said that she would 
teach her a lesson, so one morning 
she went to the witch's house very 
early and disguised herself as a very 
old man. She rapped on the door 
and said, ‘Will you keep this pack- 
age for me till I come from a long 
journey? and gave the witch a 
little package. Now the witch was 
nosey and wanted to know what 
was in the package; so as soon as 
the man left she opened it and out 
jumped a little bird. It flew to her 
shoulder and whispered, “Sulky, 
Sulky, that is your name!" The 
witch was so angry that she put 
the bird out the window but it flew 
back in. She was so angry that she 
wished that the man was at her 
door. No sooner had she wished 
it than the man was at her door. 
He asked her for the package, but 
it only made her more angry. The 
man, seeing the bird, said, “So 


Joy Givers Club 


_FA. PATRICK & CO. 


SWEATERS 


Smart Looking and — 
Such Wear! 


Active children need sturdy 
outer covering for playtime. 
Give them the warmth and 
wear of sturdy virgin-wool. 

They need the freedom, the 
roomy fit and comfort given 
by Patrick Sweaters. 

The warmth of Northern 
Wools and expert knitting in 
our own mills, guarantee long, 
satisfying service. 

The Patrick green and 
black label insures these very 


things. Insist on it. 

Good dealers have them. 

Our interesting Sweater & Hosiery 
Style Booklet will prove helpful 
Address Desk 37 


DULUTH 


Makers of both Cloth and Garment 
“PURE NORTHERN WOOL 


from sheep that thrive in the snow’’ 


BOYS AND GIRLS 
Earn Xmas Money 


Write for 50 sets St. Nicholas Christmas 
Seals. Sel] for 10c a set. When sold send 
us $3.00 and keep $2.00. No Work—Just 


Fun. St. Nicholas, 2814 Glenwood Rd., 
Dept. 121. Brooklyn, N. Y. 


PLAY POLARIS 


re child a. bere this wonderfully 
inseraedt e and a ao 
wenloed by Se family. © endorsed by best 
“aaa to any address, $1.00. 


THE POLARIS COMPANY 
1403 New York Ave. Washington, D. C. 





Hundreds of Attractive and 
Valuable Articles Easily Made 


If You Would Like 
to Know How, Get 


A Hundred Things a Girl Can Make 


With 365 Illustrations 


you have opened the package! I 
will fix you. You shall never have 
any power over anyone, not even 
over yourself.” So taking his bird 
he went his way. The witch, 
thinking what the man had said rooees is, made so. all Something any" Bil 
was true, called the fairies to help a0 es Se es ol eee ascinat ing 
her. When they all came she told Tones iris proestas are quite as varied 

skillful fingers—applique ‘and enameling, block [+ pS and Eanes 
them what had happened, and they stitehery and needle 


painting and dyeing and every kind of sti a 
laughed heartily at the joke on old and Pracioe af rene oes meee pa Tar Pat Director of 
Sulky the witch. She promised not 
to wish bad wishes any more, so her 
name was changed from Sulky to 
Merry Face. 


Every girl wants to ‘‘make something.” 
And, of course, she’d like to have it the pret- 
tiest thing imaginable and quite different from 
anything the other girls are making. Here, 
then, is a book in which she can find endless 
fresh suggestions for all kinds of original and 
delightful articles, useful as well as artistic. 


The directions are mete ne the idea is unfolded step 
ie so alluring it is a pleasure 


One of the 
many delight- 
ful articles to 
make. 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 
227 Se. 6th St., Philadelphia 


send me ee A HUNDRED THINGS A GIRL CAN MAKE for which I enclose 
$2.65 st 50 and postage 


Dept. C. L. 10 


RUTH F. JETT 


Age 11 Appalachia, Va. 





All These Books 
from CHILD LIFE 


OR one new sub- 

scription, other 
than your own, with 
check or money order 
for $3.00, we will send 
one book, for each 
additional subscrip- 
tion another book. 


ALICE IN WONDERLAND— 
Lewis Carroll (Windermere 
Series) 
HEIDI— 
Johanna Spyri (Windermere 
Series) 
THE THREE MUSKETEERS— 
Nathaniel Hawthorne ( Winder- 
mere Series) 
KIPLING’S BOY STORIES— 
Rudyard Kipling 
GRIMM’S FAIRY TALES— 
Grimm Bros. (Windermere 
Series) 
HANS BRINKER AND HIS 
SKATES—Mary Mapes Dodge 
KIDNAPPED— 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
ROBINSON CRUSOE— 
Daniel Defoe 
EARLY CANDLELIGHT 
STORIES—Stella C. Shetter 
TREASURE ISLAND— 
Robert Louis Stevenson (Win- 
dermere Series) 
A CHILD’S GARDEN OF VERSES 
—Robert Louis Stevenson 
How THE ANIMALS CAME TO 
THE CIRCUS—Elizabeth Gale 


ILLUSTRATED BIBLE STORY 
BooOK—Seymour Loveland 
(For two subscriptions) 


c — — MAIL THIS COUPON— — — 
RAND McNALLY & COMPANY | 
536 S$. Clark St., Chicago, t11. 
Enclosed find $ for subscriptions | 
to CuiLp Lire to be sent to the names and 
| addresses, written plainly on the attached sheet. | 
Please send the books checked to me. 


CHILD LIFE 


MY DREAM 


ONE day when I was little 
I had a little dream, 
I dreamed I lived in Fairy Land 
And was a little Queen. 
And all the little fairies 
Came dancing ‘round my throne; 
Some of these ''d seen before 
And some I'd never known, 
And one little fairy 
The prettiest in the lot 
Was my little baby sister, 
Which yesterday I'd got. 


MIRIAM CONVERSE JOHNSON 
Age 9 years Aberdeen, N. C. 


NOODLES 


NOODLES is my little kitten. 

When she was a very little 
thing we found her under the store 
with her brother, Jinks, and mother. 
Both kitties were much frightened 
every time we visited them. 


One Sunday “Garry,” the mother 
cat, brought Noodles and Jinks up 
to the house. We fed them, and 
later went for a drive; it was cloudy 
and soon began to rain. Daddy 
turned the car around and home we 
came. 


As we were going up the steps 
to the front porch, I heard a faint 
little ““mew,” under the steps. I 
went under and brought out a shiv- 
ering kitty, wet to the skin. 
Mother let us take the kitten back 
to the kitchen and gave us some 
rags. We dried kitty off and, to our 
surprise, saw that it was Noodles. 


After a while we went to find 
“Garry.” It took a long search to 
find her, but when we did, we took 
her to the kitten; and from that 
day to this, Noodles has not been 
scary. 


Noodles loves to be talked to, so 
I am teaching her tricks. One of 
them is to jump up for her food. 


Noodles will follow me every 
place I go. She is most like a dog; 
and whenever she finds a place to 
her liking, she will lie down in front 
of you or in your path and rub and 
rub until you stoop and pat her or 
pick her up. 


FRANCES F. TURNER 
Galts Mills, Va. 
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The Adventures of 
MAYA THE BEE 


and 


HEAVEN FOLK 


By WALDEMAR BoNsELs 

Each illustrated in full colors and with 
black and white head and tail pieces by 
Homer Boss, Octavo - - each, $3.00 
Both volumes together in handsome 

ift box, the set 
HEAVEN FOLK, smaller format, 

without illustrations 


$2 
THOMAS SELTZER, 
5 W. 50th St. aa mY. 


$5.50 





._.=. SKATES 


with the self-contained bal! 

bearing wheels, the trus 

me construction and the 

= “rocking chair” movement 
are— 


“Young America’s 
First Choice 

Ask your dealer for the 

skate with the RED DISC 


Steel Threa or 
Rubber Tires 


=\BOOK OF BABY MINE 


Famous everywhere asthe wuria s 
loveliest baby bovuk. 
Cherished beyond price in thou- 
sands of homes. To wider introduce 
to mothers and expectant mothers, 
we ofter it for 30 days at 34 regular 
store price of $2.50. Art tooled se- 
lected sheepskin embossed cover. 
94 pages, illustrated in four colors. 
ae Directionsbyleading authorities on 
care of baby, charts to record growth, pages for photo- 
graphs. A book no money can buy from you in years 
to come. Finest possible gift for a mother. $1.25 post- 
paid, money refunded promptly if not delighted. 
SIMPLICITY CO.. Bldg., Grand Rapids. Mich. 


TEACHERS 


Ave You Training Your 
Pupils to Be 
GOOD CITIZENS 


By Letrine them practice 
citizenship? With your guid- 
ance they can learn to be self- 
governing. Toaid teachers in this 
wo -k CHILD LIFE has invited Mr. 
Wilson L. Gill, famous as the 
inventor of the School Republic, to be- 
comeadviserto the Good Citizens’ League. 
Mr. Gill will give you the advantage 
of his counsel in organizing a_ School 
Republic among your pupils in con- 
nection with a branch of the CHILD LIFE 
Good Citizens’ League. 

Read pages 627 and 632-and mail the 
coupon Siew for further information. 


Child Life Good Citizens’ League 
536 S. Clark St. 
Chicago, III. 


I am interested in organizing a branch 
league and School Republic qmoos my 
pupils. Please send me a handbook. 

Please send free membership pins for the 
children whose names, ages, and ad- 
dresses I have listed on the enclosed 
sheet of paper. 
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HALLOWEEN NIGHT 


THE brownies have come out to 
play, 
Because tonight is Halloween. 
The witches and goblins, dressed so 
gay, 
Have shadows that are long and 
lean. 
The boys and girls have come out, 
too, 
To play their pranks around the 
town, 
Nobody will ever give you a clue, 
Although they change the things 
around. 


DORIS MOSGROVE 
Age 12 years. Hutchinson, Kas. 


NANCY J. WAMSLEY 


Y Auntie Minnie is a dear, 
She gave me CHILD LIFE for a 
year. 
When my birthday comes again, 
[ hope she gives me CHILD LIFE 
then. 


NANCY J. WAMSLEY 


Age 8 Minneapolis, Minn. 


OUT IN THE WOODS 


“THE Rocks are very shaggy 
And the road is very rough, 
The brook is running slowly, 
And the moss is like a muff. 


The autunn leaves are falling, 
And the sky is very blue. 

[ hear the wind a-calling. 
Is it calling you? 


PHYLLIS BORTELL 


Age 9 Stony Creek Mills, Pa. 


Joy Givers Club 


Dear Miss Waldo: 


HAVE been reading CHILD LIFE 

for a year anda half. My mother 
and father are theatrical people 
and I work on the stage with them. 
We are acrobats. I love CHILD 
LIFE very much. As my letter is 
long I will close. I am sending in 
a poem. 


Your loving, 
VIVIAN ROSARD 


FAIRY TOWN 


PRETTY little fairies 
Dancing in the sun,” 
Having a good time 
And a lot of fun. 


The queen a golden crown wears 
Upon her dainty head 

And all the little Brownies sell 
Mr. Silk Worm’s thread. 


Mrs. Elf is making 
Dew Drop lemonade 
And all the little Goblins 
Sell cookies in the shade. 


VIVIAN ROSARD 


Los Angeles, Calif. 
Age 10 years 


AN ADVENTURE 


NCE a boy wanted a horse. 

His father would not buy one 

for him, so he went to the town of 

Sanford, where he found work driv- 
ing a horse for a grocery store. 

He got enough money to buy a 
horse, so he could travel through 
the mountain.: One day when he 
was riding through the woods he 
saw a tiger. He had a gun with 
him and he shot the tiger beween 
the eyes. He got off his horse and 
skinned the tiger; then he drove 
back to town and sold the tiger skin 
for lots of money. Then he could 
buy anything he wanted. 


BILL VOLK 
Chicago, III. 


SUMMER AND FALL 


THE summer days are over, 

The leaves are turning brown, 
And every time I look at them, 
They're falling toward the ground. 


MADELYNE COYNE 
Age 11 years Uniontown, Pa. 


Our New Christmas 
Sewing Book 


Contains full directions for making this 
lovely Bedfellow Doll, and many other 
gifts for little folks and grown-ups. Any 
of them can be made successfully with 


These come in wash fabrics and fine 
taffeta silks in a variety of colors. At no- 
tion counters in good stores everywhere. 


Send 10 cents in stamps 

for new book and 3-yard sample of tape 
in fast color percale in any one of the 
following colors: Lavender, Pink, Light 
Blue, Alice Blue, Red, Brown, Navy, 
Reseda Green, Gray, Old 

Rose, Black, Yellow, Linen 

Color, Orange. 


Wm. E. Wright & Sons 
Manufacturers 
Dept. 5-74 Orange, N. J. 


Keeps Little Eyes 
Bright and Clear 


LTHOUGH children should 
be encouraged to play out- 
of-doors, their little EYES often 
become red and inflamed from 
exposure to wind and dust. 
Murine relieves this irritation 
almost immediately, as well as 
eye-strain caused by the glare of 
the sun. 


To keep your children’s 
EYES always ae and clear, 
apply Murine night and morn- 
ing. _ It is highly beneficial to 
the EYES — cleanses, soothes 
and strengthens them. This 
time-tried lotion positively does 
not contain harmful ingredients. 


Write Murine Company, Dept. 90, 
Chicago, for free book on eye care. 


y ie 


Pictures of CHILD LIFE 
None are better than the ph 
you make. Display them with 


MOORE PUSH-PIN CO., 
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SOMETHING 
I HAVE MADE 
CONTEST 


Prize Winners 


FIRST PRIZE ($20.00) TO 
Evelyn Purcell, 1812 Mitchell St., Eldorado, 
Ill. Age 11. 

SECOND PRIZE ($10.00) TO 
Alice Harding, 607—16th Ave., Munhall, 
Pa. Age 9. 

THIRD PRIZE ($8.00) TO 


Valentina A. Seletzky, 206 N. 
Pk. Ave., Baltimore, Md. 


Patterson 
Age 13. 


FOURTH PRIZE ($6.00) TO 
Rosemary Smith, Cocolalla, Idaho. Age 13. 


FIRST PRIZE OF $5.00 TO 


Margaret Whitten, 99 Vincent St., Cam- 
bridge, Mass. Age 10. 


SECOND PRIZE OF $5.00 TO 


Martha Lucile Huffman, 520 Ogden Ave., 
Fairmont, W. Va. Age 6. 


A $3.00 PRIZE TO 


(1) Julia L. Bisson, 3522 Mapleway Drive, 

Toledo, Ohio. Age 9. 

(2) Kennett Broome, 1315 ee s 
Knoxville, Tenn. 

(3) Constance Kenney, 

Ft. Somerville, Mass. 

(4) a Crassweller, 4230 E. Superior St., 

Duluth, Minn. Age 7. 

(5) er Dree, 720 Emlen, Mt. Airy, 

Age 13. 

(6) Hae Smith, Box 716, Santa ee 

Calif. Age 11. 

(7) Douglas Miller, Box 66. Avon, N. Y. 

‘Age 10. 

(8) Angelo Van Horsen, Orange City, Iowa. 

Age 7. 

(9) Bertha Vallais, 115 Newark Ave., 

Spring Lake, N. J. Age 11. 

(10) Ernestine Schirmer, 1909 Mohawk o 
Chicago, Ill. Age 14 


18 sae a 


A $2.00 PRIZE TO 


(1) James Logan Weber, Oakland, Md. 

Age 8. 

(2) — Kristal, 121 Davis Ave., Joliet, 

Age 8%. 

(3) ea Hall, 45 East 82d St., New 

York City, N. Y. 

(4) Henry Spragens, Lebanon, Ky. Age 9. 

(5) Evelyn Lambert, Hensley, Ark. Age 10. 
(6) Madeline Holloway, Astoria, Ore. 

Eastern, Western Logging Camp, No. 

x Age 10. 


(7) Martha L. O’Pry, 6205 Southern Ave., 
Cedar. Grove, La. Age 11. 


CHILD LIFE 


(8) Catherine Marie Stoner, 1331 First 
Ave., Middletown, Ohio. Age 11. 

(9) Leo Gottlieb, 309 W. Main St., Inde- 
pendence, Kans. 

(10) Betty Moriatty, 1140—26th St., Des 
Moines, Iowa. Age 8. 


A $1.00 PRIZE TO 


(1) Mary S. Rath, 515 W. California me 
Pasadena, Calif. Age 1 


(2) et Breidenbach, 919 Peters es Ag 

w Orleans, Age 8. 

(3) “el Landon, 3029 Benvenue Ave., 

Berkeley, Calif. Age 12. 

(4) Maryle Deirup, 635 Walter St., Palo 
Alto, Calif. ‘Age 9. 

(5) Eleanor Williamson, 4656 Steffens Ave., 

St. Louis, Mo. Age 12. 

(6) Jane McNally, 7418 Brighton Road, 

Ben Avon, Pittsburgh, Pa. Age 10. 

(7) Chandonette Norris, 15 Waverly Pl., 

Schenectady, N. Y. Age 10. 


(8) Elvena Gerner, 161 W. Park Ave., 
New Haven, Conn. Age 7. 


(9) Opal W. Merifield, Box 1651, Mobile, 
Ala. Age 8. 


(10) Margaret H. Hutchinson, 2702 Smith 
St., Houston, Texas. Age 13. 

(11) Nancy Lockwood, Tapsfield, Mass. 
Age 10 


(12) Mary Bell, 
Carnegie, Pa. 


(13) Evelyn Dean, 415 Summit Ave., 
St. Paul, Minn. 


(14) Fern Lee Miller, Fort Payne, Ala. 
(15) Gertrude Wooldrik, Sleepy Eye, <i 


Grant & Center St., 


(16) et Gray Long, Roanoke — 
nm, <. Age 11. 

(17) Marion G. Rippin, Manchester, Conn. 
% C. R. Burr & Co. Age 10. 


(18) Virginia Schoolfield, 838 Skidmore St., 
Portland, Ore. 


(19) James Logan Weber, Oakland, Md. 


(20) Curtis Mitchell, 501 N. 9th St., 
Temple, Texas. Age 11. 


HONOR ROLL 


Geraldine Kristal 

K. A. Linsay 
Carotyn McGarity 
Marie Zoe Mercier 
Maire Newman 
Anita O’Roark 
Margaret Parker 
Frances Quogue 
Mathilda Schirmer 
Ethel Louise Schrody 
Audrey May Shaw 
Isabel Karen Tiefenthal 


Jane Bacon 
Caroline Bigelow 
Katherine Carr 
Ruth E. Carter 
Edward T. Cone 
Katherine Telfair 
Charlotte Frisbie 
Mary Lucile Gilmore 
Betty Grant 
Lenore Grimes 
Billy Hopkinson 
Miriam Hurwitz 


POSTER ART 
CONTEST DECISION 
NEXT MONTH 


The names of the prize winners in the 
CHILD LIFE poster art contest will be 
published in the November issue of CHILD 
LIFE, instead of the October issue, as 
previously announced. The decision of the 
judges has been delayed because of the 
unusually-large number of excellent posters 
and lamp shades received. 


October, 1924 


WHO’S WHO IN 
CHILD LIFE 


ERE they come, whispering 

Halloween secrets and looking 
as mysterious as that blinky old 
owl on the cover—Baby Jacko, the 
Giggle Witch, the Owl Who Lost 
His Hoot, Dick and Dolly with 
their butternuts and bonfires, Har- 
rison Cady with the Raggedy Ani- 
mals and many other CHILD LIFE 
chums to make your Halloween a 
happy one! You will be sure to 
follow MARY GRAHAM 
BONNER’S “Sea Victors” home, 
and you will all want to meet 
quaint little Jennifer in DR. and 
MRS. KNIPE’S historical serial, 
“Dr. Franklin’s Party.” And you 
will be eager to find out next 
month just how she happens to 
meet Benjamin Franklin himself. 
Those of you who have read any 
of the many popular books written 
by the Knipes will know how good 
this story will be. 

Next month, too, brings you a 
charming Thanksgiving story of 
long ago days by one of CHILD 
LIFE’s well known and well loved 
writers, MARGARET WARDE, 
and a special Thanksgiving play 
by FRANCES CAVANAH. Then 
there will be a jolly game of old 
Toppo’s and a Musical Party with 
Uncle Jerome—their authors, DR. 
ANGELL, a national authority on 
play, and GEORGE H. GART- 
LAN, Director of Public School 
Music of New York City, need no 
introduction to a CHILD LIFE 
audience, do they? 

There will be many more fas- 
cinating features you will love in 
your November CHILD LIFE—a 
regular Thanksgiving feast. 

And after Thanksgiving you are 
going to find in CHILD LIFE an 
interesting serial about two boys 
and a dog and their adventures in 
covered wagon days, with real 
buffaloes and Indians. And best 
of al—HUGH LOFTING’S very 
own Dizzy Lizzie is coming back 
with many funny new adventures! 





A Lark Radio Invitation 


BULLY BULL FROG 
AND HIS HOME IN 
RAINBOW VALLEY 


By ELIZABETH S. FRY 
Pictures by FRANCES BEEM 


Bully is a friendly little 
frog whom we first meet as 
a tadpole. How he grows 
up, how he gets a new suit, 
and what he does to amuse 
himself make bully stories. 


BULLY BULL FROG 
AND HIS 
QUEER RELATIONS 


By ELIZABETH S. FRY 
Pictures by FRANCES BEEM 


Rainbow Valley is such a 
perfect home for frogs that 
Bully sends out an invita- 
tion to all frogs to come 
and live there. And many 
come—flying frogs, horned 
frogs, and handsome frogs 
in gorgeous clothes. Would 
you like to meet Bully’s 
queer relations P 


Published by RAND MCNALLY & COMPANY 
536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 270 Madison Avenue, New York 


This book for sale by booksellers everywhere. If unable to obtain locally send $1.75 plus 10 cents postage 
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Now old Jack Spratt 1 
the fat; 
His wife can eat the lean 
Since they have learned the 
Colgate way 
To “wash” teeth safely ‘clean. 


Too Bad About the Poor Spratts 


IKE everybody else, they wanted beautiful white 
teeth—but they made a mistake. Instead of 
“washing” their teeth with Colgate’s, they used a tooth 
paste that was harsh and gritty—one that made tiny 
scratches in the enamel of their teeth. Then their teeth 
began to decay in these scratches and soon they felt all 
“on edge” and of coufse with bad teeth they couldn’t 
digest their food properly. 


Colgate’s tastes so good, that you like to brush your 
teeth with it three times a day. And it has no scratchy 
grit to hurt your teeth—it cleans them the right way by 
“washing” not by scouring them. 


COLGATE & CO. 


> 


Established 1806 NEW YORK 


A delightful little story book beau- 
tifully illustrated, “A Tip Top Time 
on the Ribbon Road,” will be sent free 
to all Colgate friends who will send 
us, theif Hame and address. Write to 
Dépt. 56 


ruth in advertising 
implies honesty in manufacture 








